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EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child
A Two-Act Comedy
by
Kjeld Abell
Translated by Kristi Planck Johnson
Translator’s Note: I was asked to translate Kjeld Abell’s
play EVE! EVE! by my Danish language professor Norman
Bansen at Dana College years ago. Given Abell’s unique
style and subject matter, the translating process has not been
without challenges, but it has also been a delight. I particularly enjoy the comical text of the play and the subject matter that, to my knowledge, has never been explored. Who
knows anything about Eve’s childhood? What about the
romantic side of Adam and Eve’s relationship, their family
life, or their presence on the wall of a museum? Comedy, especially, takes on not only the subject matter but also the undercurrent of humor that accompanies the plot. EVE! EVE!
was often performed by students at the gymnasium level
in Denmark during the 1960’s and 1970’s. However, this is
not so common today, as Abell’s works have been replaced
by contemporary theatrical works dealing with more current topics. In correspondence with Abell’s son, Jens Jacob
Abell, I learned that he considered it a pleasure to know
that his father’s plays and books aroused interest outside
of Denmark, so I hope that the readers of The Bridge will
enjoy reading this.
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Bodil Ipsen as the Nanny

The cover of the Danish version
of the play
The armchair and the judge

Eve and Jørgen at the beach

48

EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child | Kjeld Abell

LIST OF CHARACTERS
Museum Guard
Teacher
Katherine of Lower Bavaria
Eve
Eve’s Grandfather
Aunt Anna
Aunt Missia
Miss Funk
Ernst, Eve’s Father
Eline, Eve’s Mother
Nanny

Mermaid
Jørgen
Adam
Museum Director
Judge
Chair
Venus
Young Man
Young Man’s Girlfriend
Apprentice Painter

SCENES
ACT ONE:

ACT TWO:

1. The Museum
2.	Evening Paper
3. Apotheosis
4. A Stroll in the Baby Carriage
5. Seasons of the Year
6. Bogeymen
7. The World
8. A Beautiful Beach
9. Adam
10.	End of Act One

11. Adam and Eve

ACT ONE
Scene 1—The Museum
The theater is darkened and one can hear city sounds— automobile horns,
voices, bicycle bells, etc. The sounds of the city turn into a monotonous
snore—then a voice comes over the loud speaker.
VOICE: The museum is sleeping—the museum is sleeping. The museum is open weekdays and holidays from 11 to 4 except Mondays.
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Is it always Monday? The catalog costs one crown, post cards twentyfive øre. Both may be purchased at the desk in the hallway. Canes
and briefcases must be left at the coat check. The paintings must not
be removed, the staff must not be awakened. Please, this way to the
older pieces—two steps up— walk carefully, marble is slippery—walk
quietly, marble echoes.
The curtain rises behind the proscenium to reveal the walls of a museum hall.
Right in the middle of the wall hangs a very large painting of Adam and Eve
under a tree. The painting is in a typical style from the sixteenth or seventeenth century. The paintings hanging on the side walls are inconspicuous.
To the left beside the wall sits the MUSEUM GUARD wearing a red uniform with a gold cord. He is sleeping soundly. To the right and towards the
front of the stage stands a salon-style red plush sofa for visitors. A younger,
dull-looking man wearing pince-nez and holding a catalog in his hand sits
on the sofa, facing the audience. He is lost in thought, looking at one of the
paintings which hangs on an imaginary wall. He consults the catalog, cocks
his head, shades his eyes with his hand, and takes a professional look. He then
sinks down again in complete admiration. A teacher and her students from a
girls’ school come in from the right. They are all dressed in an old-fashioned
manner in pre-WWI outfits. All of the students stare at the Adam and Eve
painting and begin to mumble.
TEACHER: Yes, this is Adam and Eve. You can see that. But there is
something in this painting that is much more interesting.
STUDENTS: But, Miss, can’t we—?
TEACHER: No! Come on, a little quieter in the back row. (sternly) Ingeborg, come on—we have a lot to see.
They flounce out as a group. The last ones point at Adam and Eve and giggle.
Then all is quiet again.
VOICE: (over the loud speaker) The museum is sleeping. The echo from
the marble dies down in the corner—but the paintings are alive!!
A little angular lady of undeterminable age walks up the temporary steps
from the orchestra pit. She wears a large white Cranach headdress. Her cheeks
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are yellowish. She is holding an old-fashioned gold frame around her and the
part of her dress one can see outside the frame is the same color as the walls in
the museum room-- a warm brownish color. She stops at the prompter’s box
and looks directly out at the audience.
KATHERINE OF LOWER BAVARIA: Catalogue #408. Painting by an
unknown master—German school. Probably representing Katherine
of Lower Bavaria, a stepdaughter of Sophus the Cold-blooded. Hung
in the cloister at Runderpfalz. From about 1743.
Katherine looks around, as far as the frame permits. She lowers the frame and
runs over to the painting of Adam and Eve. She calls out– first softly and
then louder.
Eve, Eve. Mrs. Eve. Aren’t you home? It’s just me –
VOICE OF EVE: (from offstage) Who is it?
KATHERINE: It’s me—Katherine of Lower Bavaria.
VOICE OF EVE: Just wait a second, I’ll be right there.
Katherine stands nervously looking all around. The curtain on which the
Adam and Eve painting hangs rises slowly to reveal another set, depicting a
lovely green garden with beautiful flowers and twining plants. Right behind
the MUSEUM GUARD, who is still sleeping soundly, stands a tall tree on
which hangs a pair of large white wings. The wings appear to be growing
on the museum guard’s back. Eve walks forward to meet her guest. She is
sparsely clad with flowers, leaves, and lovely flowing hair. She has a large
decorated straw hat on her head.
KATHERINE: I’m so glad you’re home.
EVE: I was just about ready to make a cup of tea. Your timing is perfect. Come on in.
KATHERINE: Yes, but, I don’t dare.
EVE: OF course you can. (points to the MUSEUM GUARD) St. Michael
has already been down and snatched his afternoon bottle and just
made it back before closing time. As for the public…we don’t care
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about them. They don’t see anything anyway. (Katherine points to the
gentleman on the sofa.) That man! He only has eyes for the sleepy Venus, but he’ll be disappointed if he expects anything from her. She is
too lazy for that—and, by the way, she looks terrible when she comes
out of her frame. She’s quite curvaceous, but mottled on her rear end
from lying on the grass all the time. Come inside.
They walk into the green garden where there is a little green table, a pair of
green wicker chairs, and a flowered tea service on the table. They seat themselves after Katherine puts her frame aside.
KATHERINE: Oh!!! How nice it is to be outside a little. How blue that
sky is…
EVE: The painting has just been to the curator to be cleaned and varnished. But I actually thought you were sitting for an artist. Wasn’t
there one giddy artist or another who has started to copy you?
KATHERINE: Yes, but I heard yesterday that she said she had to go
to an aunt’s birthday party. And you can imagine I’m enjoying my
afternoon off. It’s beastly to be copied. I have the most uncontrollable
desire to step out of my frame as soon as she has left and smash her
junk into a pulp.
EVE: Why don’t you do it? It would do her good.
KATHERINE: I’m so afraid of being permanently loaned to the storeroom. You know, I’ve been there before because there is some question about my authenticity. They can’t find my signature, and I don’t
like when they poke around looking so hard for it. I am so terribly
ticklish. (Looks around.) Where is your husband? Isn’t he home?
EVE: Have you ever met him at home?
KATHERINE: Well, now that you mention it, I don’t think I have. Tell
me, does he still hang around the Hall of Rubens?
EVE: Please, won’t you have a cookie?
KATHERINE: Thanks. Did you bake them yourself?
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EVE: Yes, but not by the sweat of my brow. It’s a recipe from the time
before the Fall of Man. Do you take milk in your tea?
KATHERINE: No, thanks.
EVE: Here’s some lemon. (They drink and eat.) Yes, if you really want to
know, he’s still in the Hall of Rubens.
KATHERINE: Really?
EVE: Yes, he doesn’t come home at night. He’s taken his hammock
with him. You know we have woven such lovely hammocks of vines
and whatever else we could find in the garden.
KATHERINE: Just think—!!
EVE: (sighing) Yes.
KATHERINE: Was he like that where you were before? Wasn’t it in a
manor house or someplace like that? I mean, when it was discovered
that you had been painted by this fine painter. I can’t remember his
name.
EVE: Well, we were hanging in a pitch-black dining room there, and
all the old ladies in the family had such shriveled bodies that we
couldn’t figure out whether we were seeing poultry being carved or
the ladies moving their rear ends. But, when we first came here, everything went wrong.
KATHERINE: Yes, men can be terrible. I admit, I have often mildly
pined for a man. But there weren’t any who wanted me. I was too thin.
But I have one consolation here at the museum. If I had been married,
my husband would also have been in the picture. And how would I
have stacked up against all the graces and perfect female forms the
painters take pride in painting? I could never in my life have kept him.
But you are so young and so shapely.
EVE: Never mind that!
KATHERINE: That’s easy for you to say!
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EVE: Yes, unfortunately, the first few days he was away, I felt it was
indeed like a kind of vacation, because the time I was created—it was
in the afternoon. You can’t imagine how lovely the weather was. It had
rained during the night, and a warm wind had dried the grass. The
birds were laying eggs and everyone was busy forming themselves.
And then our eyes were opened and they looked far into the beautiful
sky that hadn’t yet been wrecked with organ music and traditions. I
was listening to the insects buzzing and feeling a praying mantis next
to me and a feeling of a-maze-ment—Adam’s most wonderful charm
has always been his immense a-maze-ment. No woman could have resisted. It’s so flattering—so beautiful.
KATHERINE: Oh, how wonderful it must have been.
EVE: Wonderful!?! I’m still looking for a word that can best describe it.
But I can’t. It’s just that everything can get a little overwhelming. After
all, he was supposed to be the progenitor of all the rest of you.
KATHERINE: Well, that is true.
EVE: Be assured that it hasn’t always been this pleasant. No! And I’m
often happy when I can be myself. When we were brought here to
be hung on the wall, I realized that the Rubens women were to his
taste. Then I thought frankly: let him go, give him a break. Why not
be generous and let the others benefit from his amazement? In the
meantime, I’ll manage to be comfortable and look around a little. But
what I hadn’t counted on is that they were drinking heavily in the
halls—they were having a bacchanalian party—or whatever they call
it—from morning ‘til night. They never got tired.
KATHERINE: Yes, isn’t it gruesome? I’ve often heard the Watteau
women complaining. They say the things that happen in the Rubens
room are incredibly vulgar.
EVE: Yes, and think! Adam enjoys it. He is a mere child. You can’t find
a joke as old as the hills that wouldn’t make him laugh. All the women
are new to him.
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KATHERINE: So you don’t hear from him in there? He never comes
home to ask how you are?
EVE: Yes, but as fate would have it, they have just put up a very large
painting of an avenging angel—just on the wall next to my room—
and every time Adam turns his nose homeward, the infamous angel
stops him and Adam is idiot enough to believe that the angel appears
by virtue of her office. And then he turns around and starts all over
again talking about sin. I had at least hoped that some of those religious pictures in the domed hall could reason with him. But no, after
closing time, they let all those holy things stay in the frames and then
they run around on the floor and fool around. First they eat, thundering through the big Dutch still-lives, and then they slide down the
banisters to the sculpture collection. Even though most of them have
limbs missing, they are always welcomed with open arms. Well, it’s a
tough lot to end up in a museum.
KATHERINE: I’d really like to help you, if I can.
EVE: That is sweet of you, but there isn’t a thing to be done. You
should have a little more tea. (looks in the cup) Oh, excuse me, I thought
you were finished.
KATHERINE: That doesn’t make any difference. I’d like to have just
a trifle more.
EVE: Sometimes I have an uncontrollable desire to get away from
here—out—just out. It doesn’t make any difference where! I stand
and wait for a flock of tourists or for a confused school group to stray
in, but it’s no use for me to try to meddle with them. I have to make
myself scarce or I’ll soon be discovered.
KATHERINE: Yes, but wouldn’t you like to be outside, too?
EVE: Oh, so much, so much. I would prefer being a little child.
KATHERINE: A little child!?! That’s a strange desire!
EVE: I’ve never been a child. I’m the only creature in the whole world
who’s never been a child.
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KATHERINE: You are forgetting your husband!
EVE: Adam! He was created as a big, big child. And I’ve always been a
mother. Then we had all of the children and that was so tragic.
KATHERINE: Let’s talk about something else and not dwell on sadness.
EVE: No. No, that doesn’t make any difference. But do you know
what I’ve thought of so often? Maybe it went so badly because I didn’t
understand my own children. I loved my children, I did. But perhaps
I didn’t understand how to guide them and give them the counsel
parents usually give their children. I just admired them and thought
that everything they did was splendid. Wouldn’t it perhaps have been
otherwise or different if I had gone through a childhood and learned
from my parents?
KATHERINE: As a rule you can learn from your parents how you
shouldn’t handle your own children!
EVE: How to or how not to. One always learns something. But I had
nothing at all to fall back on and paradise had closed its information
office—paying no attention to what was asked, one got only a burning
sword for an answer. The Bible was first written so long afterwards.
KATHERINE: Now, my childhood you could gladly have. It wasn’t
too happy.
EVE: No?
KATHERINE: No!!!
EVE: Many people loved being children. They always remember their
childhood as something glorious. They have so many memories.
KATHERINE: Yes, I recognize that. The weather was always so lovely
in the olden days!
EVE: But you have something! I have nothing at all. Yes, I had all that
with Adam at the very beginning for a short time, but I can only talk
to him about that. And now he isn’t here, and if he were here, he could
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surely best remember all the difficulties he has had with me. Think!
Just to be a child and slowly discover the world—and not like those
of us who got the big surprise hurriedly and then orders immediately.
Oh, I wish I could sneak out of the museum and make myself very little and lay myself in a cradle and then experience a father and mother
and a child’s world, because that must be paradise.
She sits a while looking straight ahead, then looks over at Katherine, who
suddenly appears very speculative.
What’s wrong?
KATHERINE: Shh—I’m thinking!
The young man on the sofa gets up and leaves with his nose in the catalog.
EVE: Well, now he’ll be sorry he waited for Venus. She just turned
onto her other side and keeps on sleeping. (pointing) Can you see what
I’m trying to say? She’s completely splotchy.
KATHERINE: Oh, just leave me alone. I have such a difficult time collecting my thoughts. I’ve hung in the museum too long and the new
frame I got in 1906 is sagging. (the frame sags)
EVE: Are you sick? You look so strange.
KATHERINE: I can hardly breathe. (points to her headdress) Won’t you
be a dear and loosen my headdress a bit here?
EVE: (helps her) Your face is so red!
KATHERINE: Thanks, that helped! Oh! (rummages in her skirt) Where’s
my bottle of smelling salts? Oh, I always forget that that blasted skirt
is not in the painting—
EVE: Listen, shouldn’t I escort you home?
KATHERINE: No thanks. It’s over now. It’s just so exhausting for me
to get an idea, especially when it’s a good one. It’s so unusual for me.
It goes to my head. Oh, it suddenly occurred to me, I think I can help
you!
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EVE: You don’t say! My, that’s so sweet of you!
KATHERINE: No, don’t say thanks before there’s a reason. Tell me, do
you know that pious Barbara?
EVE: Let’s see, let’s see. I’ve heard of so many people. But I know that
she’s hanging in your room.
KATHERINE: I’ve helped her before. She got into a little trouble.
Good Lord, it could happen to a saint, but she’s usually so very careful—and I saw it happen.
EVE: You must tell me.
KATHERINE: It was really nothing unusual, but I let her imagine it
was closest to a mortal sin—in such a way that she knows where she
stands. You know, I promised her I’d never tell anyone. Then she in
return would arrange something a little special for me if I ever had
need for it. I’ve just never had occasion to ask.
EVE: And now she’ll help me? (KATHERINE nods) You are really
sweet. But do you think she’ll—
KATHERINE: She must! And it will do her good. She’s so stingy. I’ll
run right over to her. You watch my frame in the meantime. I’ll be
back in two minutes. (runs out to the right)
EVE begins humming while taking something from the table. Hums without
words but now and then one hears the words “a little child.” She gathers up
the tablecloth and walks purposely over to the railing and shakes the crumbs
down into the orchestra pit. She walks again in the green garden. She places
a vase with flowers and a framed picture of Adam on the table. She is standing looking at the painting when in a short while Katherine walks in briskly
from the right.
EVE: Did it work? Did it work?
KATHERINE: Of course it worked. She squirmed a great deal, the
sour face. But it helped when I said if she didn’t I would send a postcard to the Pope.
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EVE: Yes, but can she really do it?
KATHERINE: Oh, yes. She has done it. Tonight at 10:30 you will become a very little child. A very extraordinary little child. At that hour,
by the law of nature, a child will come into the world and this child
will be in a family. Yes, now what was its name going to be? I have it
on a scrap of paper. I let her write it down to be on the safe side. Can
you read? Then read it yourself. (hands a scrap of paper to Eve)
EVE: Ernst, it says. Ernst?
KATHERINE: Ernst. Yes, that’s right.
EVE: I don’t want to be a boy. There was no talk of me being a boy!
KATHERINE: Good lord, Ernst is the family name. They live on Peter Perfectionist Street #14. Now I remember. It’s supposed to be an
extraordinary, lovely, and cultured family, very suitable and wealthy.
I couldn’t imagine that you would be going out to a poor family. But
with the richest, one doesn’t necessarily have the best situation either.
Barbara says herself that these people on Peter Perfectionist Street are
quite impeccable. Are you beginning to be a little concerned? Oh, stay
with us. I will miss you so terribly.
EVE: Barbara’s fervent recommendation makes me a little nervous,
but darn it! It’ll work out. It will. I’m determined to do it. I’ll soon drop
you a line about how I am.
KATHERINE: Oh, that might not happen for a long time. Not before
you’re in school and learn how to write and all that.
EVE: Instead of standing there and looking so sweetly troubled, you
better give me a hand. I have a lot to do before I leave. The garden is
such a mess. But you’d be very sweet if you’d look after the garden a
little to see that the weeds don’t grow too high.
KATHERINE: I’ll take care of it as if it were my own.

59

The Bridge 42:1 & 2 (2019)

EVE: You’re sweet! And would you do me just one more favor? Each
day have a little warm water ready. Just in case Adam shows up. He’ll
soon call for shaving water. (KATHERINE nods affirmatively.) Thanks.
The curtain with the Adam and Eve painting comes down and hides the green
set, EVE, and KATHERINE. A little while later the MUSEUM GUARD
wakes up and stretches.
MUSEUM GUARD: What is it? Are we opening up, or are we closing?
We are closing.
The word “closing” repeats as an echo outside the set. A dark velvet curtain
falls just behind the proscenium.

End of Scene 1
*****
Scene 2—Evening Paper
Everything is dark and quiet for a moment, then one can hear a paper boy
shouting.
PAPER BOY: Paper! Paper! Evening paper. Latest edition. Paper! Paper! Evening paper. Latest new edition.
The voice is accompanied by sounds of a city in the distance. The paper boy’s
voice gets softer and softer, then disappears.
VOICE: (over the loudspeaker) 557 killed, 1300 wounded. The number
killed probably will rise in the coming days because of the miserable hospital conditions. The most gruesome scenes take place on the
streets. The auxiliary troops aren’t able to stop the panic, which threatens more each hour to reach catastrophic dimensions. At the same
time the region is ravaged by an epidemic illness. Eyewitnesses tell of
the conditions. They can’t be repeated. From Poland we are informed
of the tragedy. From Paris news of sensational hats, and in London,
the royal duke creates an outcry, wearing a jacket that is three millimeters longer than the current style. A murder in Southern Skåne. A
ship tragedy in the Pacific. Danger of war in the Balkans.
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The dark velvet curtain goes up and reveals a cozy living room by lamplight. Seated at a round table are Grandfather, Aunt Anna, Aunt Missia,
and Miss Funk. They are all dressed in pre-WWI outfits, and the ladies have
foolish hairdos with hair pads and curls. The ladies are knitting and crocheting. Grandfather, who is sitting closest to the footlights, reads aloud from the
newspaper. His voice continues in unison with the voice over the loudspeaker.
GRANDFATHER: Nothing new from the Welsh miners. One is in constant communication with those affected by the collapse. But if there
isn’t good news before tomorrow night, it doesn’t seem likely that
we’ll find the 66 workers alive.
While Grandfather is speaking, Aunt Anna squirms a little and fishes for
something under the table. Grandfather looks over at her disapprovingly.
What is it you’re looking for now, little Anna? It disturbs me.
AUNT ANNA: It’s my ball of yarn. (to AUNT MISSIA, who has partly
disappeared under the table) Nah, now it’s rolling over there. Just by the
leg of the sofa.
GRANDFATHER: That woman can never hold on to anything.
AUNT ANNA: (a little offended) Just let it lie, Missia. I can take care of
it myself.
AUNT MISSIA: (under the table) Nah, I’ve gone this far, I must find it.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, father. If you’ll just stretch your hand out!
GRANDFATHER: Where? What kind of hand? I can’t see any ball of
yarn.
MISS FUNK: There! It’s right there.
GRANDFATHER: Let the devil take it.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, Daddy.
MISS FUNK: Now I have it.
AUNT ANNA: No, that’s the cat’s ball.
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AUNT MISSIA: (still under the table) That’s great. It’s been missing
since noon. The pussycat will be happy.
GRANDFATHER: (throws the newspaper and gets up) Can’t we find that
blasted ball of yarn? I’ve never seen anything like it!
AUNT ANNA: (Both she and MISS FUNK get up. They push their chairs
back, making a big production out of it.) Thanks, now I’ve found it myself.
Thanks, little Missia. Now you can come up.
Missia emerges again. They all sit down.
GRANDFATHER: (sits down with a deep sigh) Can I go on then?
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: Yes, Daddy!
MISS FUNK: (showing her knitting) Tell me, do you think I should start
to decrease now?
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: (kindly, with their fingers to their
lips) Sh-h!
GRANDFATHER: (looks threateningly around at the ladies, then looks at
the newspaper again) Unrest in the East, unrest in the East. (Looks at the
heading) Famine. Famine in—let me see, shouldn’t there be something
that would be a little more pleasant? (searches further)
MISS FUNK: Famine where?
GRANDFATHER: Some place or other in India –
MISS FUNK: That is gruesome.
AUNT ANNA: Goodness, that is so far away.
GRANDFATHER: The new bill in Parliament, a strike, and then there
is the man from Odense who died. A merchant, Petersen.
AUNT ANNA: (keenly interested) Oscar Petersen? That isn’t Oscar Petersen?
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GRANDFATHER: Yes, it’s the merchant Oscar Petersen. Do you know
him?
AUNT ANNA: (The following replies are quick and lively.) Yes? No! But
I’ve heard so much about him at the Topps’. They had some friends
who got together with him often.
MISS FUNK: I thought his wife was a Knudsen. Does that make sense?
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, it does. Perfectly. She was a Knudsen from Bogense.
GRANDFATHER: The daughter of the redheaded grocer, Knudsen?
His sister was married to Uncle Jørgensen’s partner.
AUNT MISSIA: Did the daughter have red hair, too?
AUNT ANNA: Nah, she’s just an ordinary blonde.
MISS FUNK: Nah, she has dark, dark chestnut hair.
GRANDFATHER: Did you know her, Miss Funk?
MISS FUNK: I can’t really say I did. But I once had a dress made at the
same dressmaker. (to Aunt Anna) You know, my black one with the
light-colored inserts and Viennese pleats in the back.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, that one, was she friendly? I mean the seamstress?
My colorful summer dress isn’t a bit worn but I really can’t wear it as it
is. This is the fourth summer for that dress. It is indeed both good and
bad when the material lasts so long. (The telephone rings)
AUNT MISSIA: What is it?
GRANDFATHER: Telephone, my girl.
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, but who would call at this time of night?
GRANDFATHER: Will you answer it, little Anna?
AUNT ANNA: Yes, I will. (gets up and walks over to the telephone which
is sitting on a small decoratively painted table.) Hello!! Hello!! Well, is it
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you? (calling out into the living room) It’s Ernst. (speaking into the receiver)
No, we definitely aren’t. We’re sitting here cozily. Miss Funk is here
and father is reading aloud a little. No, but Ernst, don’t say that!
THE OTHERS: (frightened and interested) Is there something wrong?
Has anything happened?
MISS FUNK: The phone ringing at night always means bad news.
AUNT ANNA: No, but poor Ernst. Shouldn’t Missia and I come over?
We’d like to do that. Wouldn’t we? It’s so hard for you. Well, but you
think Eline is ok? Wait just a second, Ernst. (calling out into the living
room) It’s Ernst. Little Ernst is just about to arrive. Both the midwife
and Dr. Henriksen are all ready.
ALL: Nah?
AUNT ANNA: Ernst is terribly nervous, poor fellow, it is so difficult
for him. But he still doesn’t want us to come over. He’ll call as soon as
something happens.
ALL: Send them our love!
AUNT ANNA: (speaking into the receiver) Everyone sends their regards,
so many times. Please tell Eline that we have a lovely little jacket for
her, one she can put on in bed when visitors start to come by. Missia
crocheted it and I put the lace on. It should just be a little encouragement. Oh, it’s not very much. Then you’ll call. Goodbye, little Ernst.
Goodbye, goodbye. (lays the receiver down and walks over to the table) It
must be terribly painful to have children.
AUNT MISSIA: Anna!
MISS FUNK: Yes, now you’ll also be aunts. I’m an aunt to both my
sisters’ and brother’s children.
AUNT ANNA: (to GRANDFATHER) And you will be a grandfather.
AUNT MISSIA: And we have to sit tight!
MISS FUNK: There’s also their in-laws.
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AUNT ANNA: That’s true. But little Ernst is ours indeed. And he
would very much want to be in our shop.
GRANDFATHER: Oh, yes, how strange it is now to be in the middle
of the future that I used to dream about. In a while there will be both
a big and a little Ernst and I can begin thinking about sitting back and
turning the whole thing over to them.
MISS FUNK: Yes, it is a blessing for the heirs when there is something
to inherit.
GRANDFATHER: Yes, it looks very promising for the little fellow.
ALL: The future looks so promising, so promising—so promising, so
promising, so promising, so promising.
The voices become fainter and fainter. The light becomes dimmer and dimmer.
At last it’s completely dark and one hears Eve’s voice.
EVE’S VOICE: No! No! Oh, could I get out of this? I would like to be
free. Oh, could I get out? Yes, but I don’t want to. I don’t want to be a
part of that family. Oh, no, no! Oohh!!
Ends pitifully as the voice chokes. Then a scream. Again the light goes on and
one sees the family in the dayroom.
ALL: So promising, so promising, so promising, so promising. Something so promising. (At the same time, the phone rings.) The telephone!!
The last part of Scene 2 is accompanied by a melody - either very ordinary or
well-known, perhaps an original composition that could accompany the family as a theme throughout the play.
AUNT ANNA: (She is the first one to jump up. She runs over to the telephone) Yes, hello. Yes, it’s me. Oh, don’t say that. No, but—well, is
it a girl? Yes, but that can be lovely, too. Are you disappointed, little
Ernst? I’ll tell you, little girls can be so charming. Yes, yes, I understand that so well. But then you’ll have to put aside all your plans for
the next time. Well, no, but you haven’t enrolled him in school yet. No,
I know, that’s right. Yes, Miss Svanendorf’s. It’s an absolutely wonder65
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ful school. There’s no question of any other. All the nice children go
there. Oh, does she have blue eyes?
MISS FUNK: All children should have blue eyes!
AUNT ANNA: Now the others want to wish you well. (They have lined
up at the telephone. GRANDFATHER is the first.)
GRANDFATHER: Congratulations, my boy. Then it’ll be a little son
next time. That’s good. Will you give my regards to Eline?
AUNT ANNA: Goodness, yes. That’s true. What a good idea!
AUNT MISSIA: Congratulations, congratulations. Oh, I’m so anxious
to know what her name will be. Oh, yes, tell me, Ernst. Oh, yes. No,
that can’t be true. Does she really look like our great-grandmother?
(calling out into the living room) She looks like Great-grandmother and
she’ll also be called Eve.
MISS FUNK: God bless her. She’ll learn to make a perfectly lovely
liver paté.
AUNT MISSIA: Now Miss Funk is coming to the phone.
MISS FUNK: (speaking into the receiver) May I congratulate you on your
extraordinary and lovely little girl? The best to you and your wife. The
friendliest greetings from your devoted Dorothea Funk. (quickly hands
the receiver to AUNT ANNA)
AUNT ANNA: Goodbye, little Ernst. And kiss our little Eve from her
aunts. Good night, my dear friend. (hangs up) And do you know what
we should do?
MISS FUNK: I’m going home to bed. It’s getting late.
AUNT ANNA: (takes a tray with glasses and a decanter from MISSIA,
who just picked it up from off stage while the preceding was going on) Now
we must definitely drink a toast to the newly born child. Skaal! With
black currant rum. (She walks around and offers a drink. Each person takes
a glass. Then she gives MISSIA the tray again) Oh, Missia, would you
hold the tray while I give a little speech?
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AUNT MISSIA: Are you going to speak?
AUNT ANNA: Would you rather?
AUNT MISSIA: It would be more natural if father–
AUNT ANNA: Then give me the tray again.
GRANDFATHER: Don’t fight now, girls.
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: We are not arguing at all.
GRANDFATHER: Now, just speak up and say what’s in your heart,
my girl.
MISS FUNK: Anna speaks so well.
ALL: Oh, won’t you?
AUNT ANNA: Then Missia will have to hold the tray again. But be
careful not to spill. (to Miss Funk) It’s the last tray cover Mother sewed,
so I’m a little sentimental about it.
They all walk with AUNT ANNA out to the footlights and line up. The velvet curtain goes down behind them so the set can be changed. AUNT ANNA
clears her throat slightly and looks up to Heaven to get inspiration. Then she
looks down at the toes of her shoes, which are making small circles. She then
proceeds.
This is a very solemn occasion. Yes, it is. One of those moments one
never forgets. Tonight we bid a new little citizen of the world welcome. Welcome to the world that is so full of sadness and trouble.
(starts to get a little emotional) But we are a strong community. That
we are. A strong community of family and friends. (The others are also
moved. AUNT MISSIA puts her finger up to her eye. MISS FUNK fusses
with a handkerchief.) And we will defend her. We will accept it as a dear
and responsible duty to defend this little innocent child. Defend what
is dearest and most beloved to us. (She is now deeply moved. She can
scarcely say anything more.)
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MISS FUNK: She has definitely been fortunate to come into such a
family!
GRANDFATHER: Skaal!!
ALL: Yes, skaal!! (They drink)
AUNT ANNA: And congratulations to everyone.
ALL: Congratulations, congratulations.
They turn around toward the curtain and stretch out their arms in the air.
The curtain goes down to prepare for the third scene.

End of Scene 2
*****
Scene 3—Apotheosis
The curtain goes up. The melody from Scene 2 continues in this scene until
ERNST mentions “the daily work,” then it stops. The stage is bare, with an
airy blue background. The father, ERNST, stands in the middle of the stage,
in a morning coat. The mother, ELINE, is with him. She is wearing a white
dress with a wide collar and carrying an umbrella. Between them stands a
cradle lined with ruffled pink fabric. Hovering over their heads are carved
figures with stars and wings, representing good fairies. The family runs in
dancing onto the stage and greets the parents.
FAMILY: Congratulations. Congratulations. (ERNST and ELINE nod,
smiling)
AUNT ANNA: Oh! And where should we wish—what should we
wish? You’re the oldest, Dad. You should start.
GRANDFATHER: As the child’s grandfather, may I wish that the
good old days will continue and that little Eve, if my son doesn’t have
a male heir, will someday marry a man whose name we can place after
the name of the firm with honor, dignity, and confidence as “and Co.”
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AUNT ANNA: I wish that she’ll get my good hair. That is good
enough. Her mother has such difficulty fixing her own hair neatly. It
is a little wild.
AUNT MISSIA: I wish that she will have a sweet little singing voice
because I know so many lovely little songs that I would like to teach
her.
MISS FUNK: I don’t really wish anything special for her. Why should
one wish more when there is enough. I will give the child a napkin
ring with her name engraved on it. That should suffice.
ERNST: (walks a little forward on the stage) Eline and I thank you on behalf of our daughter for all the good wishes. We promise that we will
try to raise her so she deserves these wishes. The future will show that
we all have reason to be happy. And with that the celebration is over!
And the daily work can begin. (The music stops. Everyone is quiet and
appears to be returning to their normal routine.)
The NANNY comes in from the left wearing a nurse’s cap and pushing an
old-fashioned baby carriage. The child is moved from the cradle over to the
carriage. The NANNY exits to the left with the carriage while the family
waves.
AUNT ANNA: And then she rode out into the big, big world!
A painted curtain drop that is the set for Scene 4 goes down in front of the
family.

End of Scene 3
*****
Scene 4—A Stroll in the Baby Carriage
A painted curtain representing a small but very wealthy avenue can be seen.
In the foreground to the right is a corner of a painted house. A painted figure
of a maid peering out the window and shaking a feather duster is seen in a
window on the ground floor of the house. The NANNY comes in slowly from
the left, drifting across the stage, and stops in front of the window.
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NANNY: Goodness, don’t wake her up. It’s so hard to get her to sleep
again. I think she is beastly—exceptionally beastly. Well, in a picture
she can perhaps be very nice. She isn’t deformed. She’s just disturbed.
She is. But how could she be otherwise? With that family? The mother
doesn’t have anything to say, not a thing. But the father, you can believe he has plenty to say. You should just hear him rant and rave.
When he wakes up in the morning the child has to smile to say “Good
morning.” But when he reads his newspaper over a cup of coffee, she
has to be quiet or else she’ll get a smack. He says that children need a
spanking, especially before they are two years old. They’ll remember
that the rest of their lives. And when the child is finally quiet, she
is lying there and has been so good by herself, then the aunts come.
They fuss over her. It’s just as if the whole zoo has been let loose. For
now they can moo and boo. There isn’t one loony sound they can’t
produce. And in between they make faces so the devil could easily be
very frightened. Are you Auntie’s own little girl? Can you recognize
Auntie? And how big? So big! Then those small arms up over that little head. And dikke-dikke-dik and moo and cock-a-doodle-do and the
dog says bow-wow. And the lamb bah, bah; and the duck says quack,
quack; and way out in the woods is a little house—a very little crazy
house. (Suddenly a baby’s loud cry comes from the baby carriage.)
God Almighty above, now the poor child thinks she has come home.
I’ll be on my way. I just have to go around the corner to see if there is
a new picture showing at the movie theater.
She exits with the baby carriage to the right. The baby’s crying continues into
the next scene.

End of Scene 4
*****
Scene 5 - The Seasons of the Year
The painted curtain goes up, revealing a decorated house with a Dutch door.
The setting indicates extreme quiet and the house is surrounded by bushes and trees. In front of the house sit GRANDFATHER, AUNT ANNA,
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AUNT MISSIA, MISS FUNK, and ELINE. In the background, the crying
of children can be heard.
AUNT MISSIA: (sniffling) Imagine that Ernst can see fit to spank such
a beautiful child.
AUNT ANNA: Don’t you think it hurts Ernst just as much as the
child? I admire Ernst that he can do it. I couldn’t. But it must be done!
How do you think we would have been if Father and Mother never
spanked us?
AUNT MISSIA: (to GRANDFATHER) Did we get a lot of spankings
when we were children?
GRANDFATHER: You got some, I’m sure. But just how many I can’t
remember, my girl.
ERNST: (comes from the left rubbing his hands) Children are terrible.
Even as small as they are, they can be stubborn. And that they are.
AUNT MISSIA: I don’t know about you, but I think it’s starting to get
chilly.
AUNT ANNA: Yes, let’s go in. (speaking to GRANDFATHER, who is
looking at her embroidery) How many hundreds of times do I have to
tell you, little father, that you must not look. There is something called
Christmas. And think, this is Eve’s first Christmas. I’m already looking
forward to it. Come. (They all walk in and lock the garden door.)
The set goes dark and a light comes on in the house. The windows shine with
light and the trees and the bushes in the garden turn white with snow. From
inside the house a Christmas song can be heard. When the song dies away, the
light comes back on and becomes a summer light. The bushes and trees turn
green again. A bird is singing.
VOICES: (behind the bushes, fresh and happy) It’s spring! It’s spring!
AUNT ANNA: (opens the Dutch door and comes out on the steps) Oh, it’s
spring. It’s spring! The sun is shining and the birds are singing.
VOICE: (hot-tempered) Oh, be quiet!
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AUNT ANNA: Are you coming? Are you coming?
GRANDFATHER, AUNT MISSIA, MISS FUNK, ERNST, and ELINE
come out of the house and sit down in the garden)
GRANDFATHER: (to ERNST, who is reading the newspaper) What’s new
in the world?
ERNST: Not much. Nothing special. The usual.
AUNT MISSIA: Where is Eve?
ALL: Yes, where is Eve?
ERNST: Since she started to walk, there’s no telling where we’ll find
her.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, my how well she walks. She walks much better
than Clara Frederiksen’s little girl. It was a personal pleasure the other
day to tell Clara. Otherwise, she was just about to split with laughter
because her girl could sing “Baa, Baa, Black Sheep.” But now Eve’s
learned “Hickory, Dickory, Dock.”
AUNT MISSIA: I was the one who taught her that. That was me who
taught her that.
MISS FUNK: (points to the left) What’s that? Right by the tulips?
AUNT ANNA: That’s Eve’s hair ribbon.
ERNST: (turns and looks, getting up quickly) No, she must not hurt my
tulips. (walks out to the left)
AUNT ANNA: Now she’s on the way to the rose beds. (gets up and
runs out) Just so she doesn’t tear her new dress.
AUNT MISSIA: Oh, that’s the one Anna made herself. (also runs out;
MISS FUNK follows)
GRANDFATHER: (looks over at ELINE, then he gets up, puts his hands on
his thighs, and turns toward ELINE) Now little Eline. (She looks up at him,
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gathers her thoughts, and takes GRANDFATHER’s arm as they walk in and
close the garden gate)
The set becomes wintry. The lights are lit and Christmas songs can be heard.
The lights are on again as AUNT ANNA opens the Dutch door and looks
out.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, yes, how the time does fly. (to MISS FUNK, who
also has come to the door) And now we have to think again about housecleaning. And this year we must have extra help for the rugs. Amalie’s
legs are so weak. And unfortunately there are moths in mother’s good
coat.
MISS FUNK: But who wants your mother’s plush coat?
AUNT ANNA: No one. Mother was so heavy. But it is a remembrance.
Oh, one can be strangely sad when spring comes. Why does everything repeat itself? (calls in) Are you coming? The weather is beautiful.
(They all come out and sit down. ERNST is reading the paper again.)
GRANDFATHER: (to ERNST) Anything new in the world?
ERNST: Nah, nothing special. (gives him the paper) Here.
GRANDFATHER: That wasn’t the reason I asked. Just read it until
you’re finished.
ERNST: I’ve seen what I want to.
GRANDFATHER: I have oodles of time. I can easily wait.
ERNST: But I say I’m finished.
AUNT ANNA: After all, little father, when Ernst is kind enough to
hand you the paper, you might just as well take it.
AUNT MISSIA: Such nonsense, little father. You who loves to read
newspapers.
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GRANDFATHER: (angrily bangs the garden table) I will not read now.
Can you let me alone now? (a little while later) Besides, I don’t have my
glasses with me.
ERNST spitefully folds the paper together and throws it on the table and
starts to pace back and forth.
MISS FUNK: (after a longer uneasy pause) Then I guess I’ll take it. (looks
around; no one answers) I just want to see who has died.
GRANDFATHER: Where is Eve?
AUNT ANNA: You know very well, little father, she has to stay in
until she’s eaten her oatmeal. (A big cloud made of plywood comes sailing in and stops just over the group) Now there’s a cloud in front of the
sun. (Behind the clouds comes a cupid with a watering can. A little water
falls on Anna.) You can say what you’d like, but I got a drop. (The cupid
continues to water.)
ALL: It’s raining. It’s raining. (They hurry in while the cupid laughs at
them. AUNT ANNA remains standing at the garden gate before she closes
it.)
AUNT ANNA: Oh, how autumn can be wild and majestic. (sighs deeply) And then comes the fall housecleaning. (closes the door)
For the third time, the set becomes wintry, but the lights don’t come on.
VOICE: (cool and impartial) The day before Christmas Eve, Director
Ernst, senior partner in the firm F. P. Ernst and Son, died. The firm
continues with the deceased man’s son, Ernst Junior, as Director.
The set changes to summer. The Dutch door opens and the family, minus
GRANDFATHER, comes out of the house. They are all in black. They all
sit very quietly and stare. A little girl comes out from the house. She walks
quietly past the family. Then she runs the last steps over to the prompter’s
box, holds on to her apron, and curtsies for the audience. She claps her hands
and runs into the set on the left, hops around on her legs, or stands as if she
were playing ball.
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AUNT ANNA: (mildly) Eve!
EVE: (looks at the family a little, then runs a little to the right and continues
playing)
ERNST: (mildly) Eve!
EVE: (stops playing; walks quietly over to the prompter’s box, sits, and apparently starts to build something with sand or blocks. AUNT ANNA gets
up and walks with dignity over to EVE.)
AUNT ANNA: What’s that supposed to be? That what you’re making? What did you say? Oh, it will be a castle.
A dark curtain falls in front of the set in such a way so that EVE and AUNT
ANNA can still be seen.
Yes, but that is a splendid castle. There will be a tower, won’t there?
(EVE shakes her head.) But there are towers on all castles. (helps EVE
build. EVE sits glumly with her hands in her lap.) Then it will start to look
like a castle. (EVE starts to build without taking her aunt’s suggestions.)
Well, now you are wrecking the nice tower Aunt Anna just made. You
must have gotten up on the wrong side of bed this morning. Now I’m
telling you that all castles have towers or else they wouldn’t be castles.
Not real castles. Do you see? Do you know who lives up in the tower?
The princess. And what do you think is the princess’ name? Is her
name Eve? (Eve sits and lets the aunt talk.) No, but what kind of a sour
little face is that? (With a sudden motion, EVE wrecks the whole building.
She looks defiantly at AUNT ANNA.) Yes but that isn’t Eve who says
that. It is a strange little girl and a naughty little girl. Aunt Anna won’t
play with her. (AUNT ANNA gets up and walks toward the dark curtain.)
Too bad, I had a chocolate frog with me today!
Walks in through the curtain. EVE watches her and suddenly hides her face
in her hands. She turns her back to the audience and cries. A while later
the NANNY comes forward from the curtain and stretches her hand toward
EVE.
NANNY: Come. You have to go in and wash up. Good grief. Why are
you sitting there and howling? (bends down to EVE who is mumbling)
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Did you want to have that chocolate frog? Yes, but then run in and ask
Aunt Anna to forgive you and tell her how sorry you are. (EVE shakes
her head, crying, and mumbles. The NANNY bends down to her and listens.)
You are a little babbler. That isn’t really lying—not exactly. (takes EVE’s
hand) Come. (They start to go in.) You’ll get over it. It would be worse
if you carried on like this in the house. (They walk between the curtains.)

End of Scene 5
*****
Scene 6—Bogeymen
The stage is dark. Strange and unreal sounds, such as from wolves or trolls,
can be heard. The curtain goes up and on the right of the set a portion of a
living room with a lamp on the table can be seen. AUNT MISSIA, MISS
FUNK, and ELINE are embroidering. To the left is a portion of a child’s room
with EVE in a little crib. AUNT ANNA is reading aloud from a fairy tale
book. In the background is stretched a piece of canvas or linen upon which is
projected eerie silhouettes.
AUNT ANNA: (reading) And when the little princess walked far into
the big, dark forest, she noticed that the trees had changed into horrible trolls with long arms and horrible eyes. Her heart pounded loudly
from fright and she started to run as fast as her small legs could carry
her. Around her the wolves were howling and big coal-black bats flew
right by her with their fearful wings. Suddenly there was lightning
in the forest, and in the middle of a beautiful green field stood the
loveliest house with storks on the roof and forget-me-nots in the chimney. In the house lived an ugly and evil witch. But the little princess
didn’t know that. She happily knocked on the—(closes the book) —And
now Eve lies sweetly down and goes to sleep. We’ve read enough for
tonight. The next time Aunt Anna comes to visit father and mother
you’ll find out what happened to the little princess. (EVE gets under the
covers demonstratively.) Should Aunt Anna hear your evening prayers?
(tries to get EVE out from underneath the covers) Now you’re making
Aunt Anna feel a little unhappy.
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AUNT MISSIA: (from the living room in a falsetto voice) Anna, what are
you doing?
AUNT ANNA: I’m coming. Then you’ll have to pray by yourself.
Can you sleep sweetly? Don’t let the sun go down on a little troubled
mind. (walks out, turns off the light, walks over to the others in the living
room, and sits down.)
AUNT MISSIA: Have you heard about Mrs. Støvborg?
AUNT ANNA: What?
MISS FUNK: No one knows if it’s true.
AUNT MISSIA: They’ve already heard it from at least two sources.
AUNT ANNA: What? (whining can be heard coming from the child’s
room) Oh, that’s right, Eline. I promised her that you would go in and
say an extra good night. (ELINE gets up and walks into the child’s room.
She comes back a little later and sits down again.) What was it with Mrs.
Støvborg?
AUNT MISSIA: It’s Miss Funk who’s been to tea at....
AUNT ANNA: Let Miss Funk tell about it herself. Why should I get
it secondhand?
MISS FUNK: I had tea today with.... (whining can be heard from the
child’s room. ELINE gets up and walks in there but stops by AUNT ANNA
who has already started toward the doorway.)
AUNT ANNA: What is it now? You should be sleeping. (EVE mumbles
pitifully.) Oh, you are a little rascal. Don’t you know good and well that
trolls and witches only exist in fairytales? (EVE continues whining.) No,
they didn’t exist in the olden days either and besides, God will look
after you. He sees everything and his eyes are always on you. (whining) Yes, angels do exist. There’s always one sitting on the head of your
bed while you’re sleeping. Tuck yourself in, you hear? Good grief, I
don’t know in the least bit whether angels wear galoshes. Yes, they
could. Yes, if it’s wet up in the sky. (EVE whines again.) Don’t worry
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about that. You must sleep now or else we’ll be angry and then we’ll
call the police and they’ll come and get you. (comes back again and sits
down) I guess it helped.
On the canvas in the child’s room a very large eye and angel wings are projected.
What happened with Miss Støvborg?
AUNT ANNA: It’s not just because I thought it was true. But at least
two sources, and two very reliable sources, have told me. What?
Crying can be heard from the child’s room. ANNA goes in there. AUNT
MISSIA sneaks up behind her and listens.
MISS FUNK: Why is she crying now?
AUNT MISSIA: (She listens for the whining and AUNT ANNA’s mumbling voice.) She doesn’t like angels with feathers. God must not watch
her because then she can’t sleep.
AUNT ANNA: (comes in again) Sweet Eline, now you must get a hold
of your daughter! God knows she needs a spanking. (ELINE gets up
and walks into Eve’s room. The others shake their heads. AUNT ANNA sits
down.) Can you tell me what happened to Mrs. Støvborg?
The curtain goes down.

End of Scene 6
*****
Scene 7—The World
Voices from a schoolroom can be heard from behind the curtain.
THE CHILDREN’S VOICES: One, two, three and little bitty hop. 5
and 4 is 9. Birds have flight feathers, and the cat says meow. Abraham,
Isaac, and Jacob.
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THE SCHOOLTEACHER’S VOICE: Once more, once more. From the
beginning!
THE CHILDREN’S VOICES: One, two, three and a little bitty hop.
The seal gives birth to live young. The lady is a mammal. England has
coal. Oh, couldn’t Inga go out in the garden?
THE SCHOOLTEACHER’S VOICE: From the beginning. Once more!
THE CHILDREN’S VOICES: (singing a familiar song, and then humming
further)
The curtain goes up and one sees as far away as possible of another curtain
representing the entrance to a school. An oblong opening to the right is the
entrance to the school.
ERNST: (comes up on the stage from the orchestra pit with EVE in hand)
Your schooling begins here. You will be provided with a report card
where we can see if you’ve been diligent or careless. Good marks are
rewarded on a scale of 5 to 25 øre. After a while this money will be
placed in your savings account. You can figure out for yourself what
happens with a bad report card. Take note of all children who come
from model homes. That can later be useful for you. Everything you
do from now on will be noticed by your teacher, your classmates, your
friends, and their relatives. It will be used against you later. Goodbye,
my girl. (bends down and kisses her)
EVE walks over to the opening in the curtain, curtsies toward the schoolroom, and walks in. ERNST stands and looks at her, then exits to his left. The
curtain with the entrance to the school goes up. The decor is a dark neutral
background. To the right the SCHOOLTEACHER sits at a desk. Two STUDENTS are painting. To the left two flat sets depict two small GIRLS at their
school desks. EVE sits level with these sets. In the background stands a large
globe.
SCHOOLTEACHER: New students. New students all the time. I am
the only one who remains—me and accumulated knowledge. (shouting) Sit still! Don’t talk to your partner! School is the entrance to life.
(shouting) I’ll not have that giggling in the last row. Children don’t
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particularly care for me and I’m not so crazy about them. And I can’t
stand their parents! (shouting) Open to page thirteen at the top! I said
at the top! (The CHILDREN read, mumbling.) Napoleon, Alexander.
Beautiful heroes, why do you only come to me with dog-eared books?
Why do I have to defend you when you would never have defended
me? (shouting) Terrible, terrible. Once again, once again! (The CHILDREN mumble. She walks down from the desk with her pointer in hand. She
stands in front of the globe.) That’s enough!! We’ll stop there. Tomorrow
we’ll start at the bottom of page fourteen. (points to the globe) This is the
world. What’s outside we’ll study during religion class. The world is
round and has these characteristics. The world looks like this. Repeat
it!
CHILDREN: The world has these characteristics and looks like this!
SCHOOLTEACHER: Many wish that it looked like this. Your parents
would take you out of school if I told you it looked otherwise. It must
look like this or I’d lose my job. From the beginning!
CHILDREN: The world has these characteristics and looks like this!
We are happy because on Saturday there is a children’s party at Director Karlsen’s. Then we can dance with boys.
SCHOOLTEACHER: Only when the world is like this and is understood like this is it worth living in. Fortunately, we live in the most
informed age. You should hate anyone who says differently. Besides,
very definite lists have been set up of those you should hate and those
you should admire. Everything is regimented. Repeat!
CHILDREN: We repeat. We repeat. We are happy. We can learn things
by heart. We repeat. We repeat. We are happy. We can learn things by
heart. (The mumbling children’s voices continue while the curtain falls.)

End of Scene 7
*****
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Scene 8—A Beautiful Beach
When the curtain goes up, the entrance to the school can be seen. You can
still hear the CHILDREN’s mumbling voices. EVE comes forward in the
entrance. She is now a young, grown girl wearing a white dress.
EVE: (stretches her arms up toward the sky) Oh, now I’m finished with
school!
She stands still and listens to the CHILDREN’s voices which have been
mumbling continually. The SCHOOLTEACHER, with her pointer, walks by
the entrance and looks at EVE without speaking. EVE curtsies, turns around,
and runs out. The curtain with the school entrance goes up and a beautiful
set depicting the sky and sea appears. Everything is light blue. To the right
one can see the corner of a beautiful hotel, which has an open roofless veranda
built on high posts. On the veranda stands a large umbrella and a telescope.
There are steps leading up to the veranda. To the left, far from the scene,
stands a flat piece of scenery representing a low sand hill. In front of the dune
is a mermaid reading a thriller. AUNT ANNA comes from EVE’s right with
pillows in her hand. She is also carrying books and a folding lounge chair.
She starts to get settled in the front to the right. One can hear music in the
distance. Suggested music in the original, “Gentle Wave As You Turn Blue.”
AUNT ANNA: (wearing a striking beach outfit and humming softly—then
singing) “Gentle wave as you turn blue, open, airy, light, and clear.
Heaven’s color you must borrow, since you have no color here.” If I
didn’t know there weren’t any mermaids left, then I’d think there was
one there. (sits down)
THE MERMAID: She’s there in any case. Oh, there’s no place one can
find peace during these difficult months. People concern themselves
with nature and all the retired people stand around reeking of roast
veal, small tough chickens, and choice lobsters. I understand that the
ocean is sometimes rough and sprays you again, so you can lay on the
poor old, patient beach, and dry your knitwear, or indulge in popsicles and escapist novels. (throws the novel in front of AUNT ANNA’s
feet) I praise my sea god that I’m just a person to the waist. (walks out
to her left)
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AUNT ANNA: (picks up the book) Here we have Lady Mortimer’s Essays.
Where did they come from?
(AUNT MISSIA comes at once from the right. She is wearing a tightly fitted
bathing wrap. Both she and AUNT ANNA have aged about 10 years.)
AUNT ANNA: Tell me, are you going in the water? Yes, yes! (reads
demonstratively)
AUNT MISSIA: You are just jealous because I can show off in a bathing suit and you can’t…
AUNT ANNA: Can’t I? You forget that I’m the one in the family who
can best get by with wearing a décolleté dress. Can’t I just be here?
Where’s Eve?
AUNT MISSIA: …and because Ernst is paying for our expenses out
here.
AUNT ANNA: Aren’t we protected by the state police? Thanks! I
know that. Don’t start in again on your ideas about how one should
try to understand young people. You don’t get any younger that way.
Just go in the water and do as you please. I just want to tell you one
thing. When you start talking about your rheumatism in the winter,
then I’ll turn a deaf ear.
AUNT MISSIA: Well, yes. (walks over to her left and stops) Who is it that
has a red beach coat with black and white stripes?
AUNT ANNA: (gets up with difficulty but quickly) Where?
AUNT MISSIA: He’s standing down by the newsstand eating ice
cream with Eve.
AUNT ANNA: That’s Jørgen.
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, but he must have two beach coats.
AUNT ANNA: They can afford it in that family. Now they’re coming
up towards us. Come, we’ll sit down on the veranda.
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AUNT MISSIA: Yes, but Anna—
AUNT ANNA: It isn’t written anywhere that it’s wrong to sit on the
veranda. Come on. (They walk up on the veranda and sit down.)
EVE: (She comes in from the left together with a young man. She is wearing
a swimming suit. He is wearing a beach coat.) Listen, where did those two
old ostriches go? I thought they were right here.
JØRGEN: They stuck their heads in the bushes in a very conspicuous
place, it appears to me.
EVE: Come, we’ll sit down in our usual place. Don’t you think that’s a
good idea? (They sit in front of the dune.)
AUNT MISSIA: (to AUNT ANNA, who has grabbed the telescope) Anna,
that’s just as bad as looking through the keyhole.
AUNT ANNA: Now he’s giving her a cigarette.
AUNT MISSIA: Is he?
EVE: Great! Now they have the joy of looking at us through the telescope. I have that sinking feeling in my back. Now their afternoon is
complete. And what an afternoon. But if you’d like to do as they did
in the olden days, and fall on your knees and recite a whole bunch of
love talk, then they’ll think they’ve died and gone to heaven.
JØRGEN: Should I try?
EVE: Are you insane? They might even go and believe it. Nothing doing. Just think, if they managed to get it sent out on their shortwave
radio. Engaged! That’s the last thing I want. And not to you! Modern
people aren’t engaged either.
JØRGEN: I could think about being a little bit engaged to you.
EVE: (interrupting) Now, now. You promised me you wouldn’t be sentimental.
JØRGEN: You can wait ‘til I’m finished. I have something more to say.
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EVE: Well, what is it then?
JØRGEN: That I’m not interested in marrying you.
EVE: As if I were so anxious about getting you to the altar. Our Father
in Heaven! First of all, one should enjoy freedom a little. And furthermore, I am very sure that you would be a very unbearable married
man.
JØRGEN: Really?
EVE: Yes. You are naturally chock-full of all kinds of habits and in no
time you’d come to resemble your father. You’d be sitting nice and
trim at the office and you’d be wearing a dark tie and look like a cross
between a bourgeois banker and an English minister. Oh, I can see
you in the evening before you go to bed. All of your confusing pocket
gear. Your wallet, pen, cigars, pocketknife, your keys, or whatever else
men run around with in their blasted pockets. All of this needs to be
straightened and arranged by the hour while the lawfully and legitimately married have fallen asleep long ago. Thanks, I know your type.
You are insanely sweet when you are very young. You hold yourself
glimmering until you are over sixty. You appear stylish and beautiful
and especially when you get the urge to go out a little socially in full
evening dress and such things. You are sad in the long run, and so
square. One could just as well be married to your photograph.
AUNT ANNA: She’s too sharp. Too sharp! She should really take a
breath so he can get a word in.
EVE: Give me a cigarette. Thanks. (lights it with the end of her last cigarette) Well, then, it would interest me to know why you won’t marry
me. (pause)
AUNT ANNA: Now he’s picking up a straw. It’s not a good sign.
EVE: Yes, you don’t have to have any explanation. If you would rather
be free—after all, maybe I won’t marry at all.
JØRGEN: (laughing scornfully) You wouldn’t!?
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EVE: Why, is that so exceptionally funny?
JØRGEN: Yes, you’ll have to excuse me.
EVE: The unmarried woman’s position nowadays is really very pleasant. We are free and independent in every respect. You’ve completely
forgotten that the modern woman is an emancipated being.
JØRGEN: You’re just not modern.
EVE: What am I then?
JØRGEN: You’re just up to date!
EVE: You are charming. Good, then I’m not modern.
JØRGEN: Yes, with your clothes. You are very chic about such things.
There you have a colossal start on your aunts.
EVE: Oh, are they the ones I resemble? Is that the way you’d like it?
JØRGEN: Can’t you see? No, naturally you can’t. If one scrapes off a
bit of your polish, the aunts show through.
EVE: They are my father’s sisters, after all. So it wouldn’t be so strange
if I had inherited some little characteristics from them. A nose or wavy
hair.
JØRGEN: It’s not the external characteristics I’m talking about. Thirty
years ago, and under other circumstances, the aunts could also perhaps have been both desirable and charming. But the family stifled
them until they were flat and dry like flowers in a school herbarium.
EVE: They could have resisted a little.
JØRGEN: Like you resist? Do you say openly and honestly what you
think?
EVE: You know very well that that is impossible. They’d have a stroke
and I don’t care at all to have that on my conscience. There’s only one
thing to do and that is to lie. I want my freedom, and I can’t get it any
other way.
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JØRGEN: No, you want to play both sides and keep a back door open.
Nothing else. In a few years you’ll enjoy all the advantages of real
modern girls—openly—when it comes to jargon and hairstyle. But
until then you must take care to bundle yourself up in an intriguing
mysteriousness. You want people to ask about you, but for no one to
point their finger directly at you. Then you’ll slip right into an ordinary furnished marriage where you can surely enjoy yourself in the
right way. All the time you’ll be clever enough not to have a fallout
with your family. All that family is—that it owns—you’ll take lightly
and comfortably with you into the future. And then you’ll sit down
quietly and defend your milieu. Your family has been so strong and
has had the means to let you run wild for a couple of years, knowing
that you would come back one day and defend your belongings. You
have sat so long and looked at the world from an upholstered sofa
that you have sofa marks. You can get up as often as you’d like. You
have defied all family traditions and reflections in the blank tabletop.
You were born in a museum and just wait, you’ll stay there!
AUNT ANNA: Just as long as she’s smart enough to say “Yes” right
away.
EVE: (sits with her head bowed, then lifts her face and speaks with a dry and
matter-of-fact tone of voice) Are you finished?
JØRGEN: Yes!
EVE: (gives him a strong slap in the face, then hides her face and cries. AUNT
MISSIA and AUNT ANNA duck down behind the veranda railing, and the
curtain falls quickly.)

End of Scene 8
*****
Scene 9 – Adam
The MUSEUM GUARD comes up the steps from the orchestra pit, huffing
and puffing. He jangles a big bundle of keys. When he reaches the ramp he
turns and looks down into the orchestra pit. Something has obviously caught
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his eye. He is just about to walk in through the curtain when he turns back
and leans forward with his hands on his knees.
MUSEUM GUARD: Is that you, Hansen? (no answer) Who the devil is
rummaging around down there? Hello? (not a sound) It’s as if—can’t
he answer? No. I’ve never seen anything like it. What are you doing
down there?
KATHERINE OF LOWER BAVARIA: (from the orchestra pit, miserable)
I’m not doing anything.
MUSEUM GUARD: Not doing anything? That’s good. Don’t you
think I can see that you have all ten fingers on the postcard stand? Are
you going to write Christmas cards?
KATHERINE: No.
MUSEUM GUARD: Can’t you come and take your place? (KATHERINE comes slowly up the steps) Why is it you run around and loaf in
a decent museum? You are mixing up the numbering system, aren’t
you? Make sure that you are hung on the wall again.
The curtain goes up, and one sees the decorated entryway to the museum
with the Adam and Eve painting. The MUSEUM GUARD and KATHERINE walk in. Just as they are entering, two legs of a WORKER, dressed in
overalls, come in, dragging a large painting from the left. The painting is of
an angel of punishment with a flaming sword.
KATHERINE: Should that painting be moved?
MUSEUM GUARD: Don’t you think it needs exercise?
KATHERINE: Oh, that’s terrible. What could happen next? Now he’ll
come home.
MUSEUM GUARD: Can you get yourself home, then, and not run
around here and disturb other peoples’ good and peaceful morning
hours? I’m never in the best shape before breakfast. If you’ll please be
considerate and hang yourself up on the nail, and do it quickly!
KATHERINE: Yes, but—
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MUSEUM GUARD: No! As long as I walk around with open eyes you
should stay on your nail. Turn right, forward march!!
The WORKERS have gone out with the painting to their right. KATHERINE follows slowly after them. The MUSEUM GUARD sits down on a chair
to the left by the back curtain. He pulls a bottle of beer from his pocket and
places it gently under his chair. He nods at the bottle, folds his hands over
his stomach, and falls asleep. A little later, KATHERINE comes walking back
and makes a nervous sign to the curtain that it should go up. The curtain lifts
from the floor just so that she can barely slip in. The curtain sinks again. At
the same time a male singing voice can be heard from a distance. The singer
is no doubt a little intoxicated. The voice comes closer and closer, and stops
just outside the set. One hears the voice mumbling in surprise. Then ADAM
comes in from the left. He’s just about to trip over the MUSEUM GUARD.
ADAM is strikingly dressed in renaissance trousers, and he is wearing a pair
of flowered festoons, a little leopard skin, and a hussar’s cape, which leaves
one arm free. On his head he has a flowered wreath, and in his right hand he
carries a sword that drags behind him on the floor. In his left hand is an old
fashioned polished wine decanter.
ADAM: It’s been moved. Where has it been moved? (turns toward the
audience) It didn’t say anything because it wasn’t there. Hurrah. It
wasn’t there. Hurrah, hurrah. The toast was great! It shouldn’t be the
ugly angel who is honored, hurrah! Hurrah. The angel shall live! If it
shouldn’t, it shouldn’t live the least of all. It was awful. Oh, it was awful. Listen, where have you gone to? You aren’t saying anything. Are
you home? Adam is home? Adam is home, yes, it’s me, it’s Adam. And
I live in the garden, and I’m one of the best. You can depend on my
courage. My, oh how courageous I am. And what a head I have! Well,
I never.... Yes, don’t pay any attention to how I look. This is something
that I’ve borrowed. That is—from the others. You see that a fig leaf
wasn’t enough. Definitely not enough. They are so prudish, that is, in
the morning. Well, but we should go on. Stop the traffic. Move. Let me
get by. I don’t have time. I’ve been on my way far too long. My wife
needs me something terrible. (turns toward the curtain supporting the
Adam and Eve painting) Isn’t anyone home? Why doesn’t she open up?
Open the door. Can’t you open it? Father is home. (Stretches the sword
out toward the curtain) Open up! (The curtain slides slowly up and one
88

EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child | Kjeld Abell

looks into the green set. KATHERINE sits in the middle of the garden and
knits. She doesn’t see ADAM, who is staring and is completely speechless.)
What in the world? What kind of towel rack is that? (shouting) Eve!
KATHERINE: (rushing to stand, frightened) Oh, how you scared me!
ADAM: (Runs into the set with a lifted sword. KATHERINE runs away
from him.) Where is my wife? Where is my wife?
KATHERINE: (steadily running away from him) I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you.
Just don’t point that weapon at me.
ADAM: (lowers the sword and walks threateningly toward her) Speak up
or I’ll poke you, you old lady!
KATHERINE: Oh, good grief, it’s terrible. Your wife has left the museum.
ADAM: You’re lying. You’re lying!
KATHERINE: No, no. She’s left the museum. It’s just as true as—as—
as—
ADAM: As what?
KATHERINE: Oh, I don’t know. I saw her go myself. I really did.
ADAM: When? Can’t you hear? I asked you when? Can you answer
then?
KATHERINE: Oh, don’t be angry... I won’t know up from down. I just
know that it was long, long ago. Very long ago. I have a hard time
remembering how many years. I can’t even remember my own age.
ADAM: Push a chair in under me. I’m getting sober. (KATHERINE
pushes a chair beneath him. He sits down and gives her the decanter.) Hold
it! Also the sword—blade pointing down. (sits in a daze) Tell me. Do
you know anything about how long I’ve been away?
KATHERINE: No, but I do know that you have had a son with one
of the Rubens women since you were home last. And he is said to be
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close to confirmation age. I’m not trying to start any gossip. God only
knows I wouldn’t do that. But I heard recently when I was at a Bible
reading at one of Joakim Skovgaard’s paintings that that was the case.
ADAM: (hides his face in his hands) Stop! Stop! I say! Sit down. I can’t
stand seeing you fumble around all the time. Oh, how I have behaved.
KATHERINE: (sits down) You regret it then.
ADAM: Regret? Regret—what do I know about that? I loved her!
KATHERINE: (has started knitting again) When you behave so terribly
badly, you have to take the consequences.
ADAM: (Regretfully) Be quiet, Mommy! Just because someone happened to look slightly washed out doesn’t mean that you have to point
a little disgusting, moralizing finger in the air. What do you know
about temptations? If you were the one who was lying in the grass on
the memorable afternoon when woman was created, then there never
would have been any human race—never!
KATHERINE: Scoff at me. Just scoff at me! Here I have gone all these
years and weeded and taken care of the garden. And every single day
I heated shaving water for you.
ADAM: (angrily) Everything’s wrong today. I’m sorry. If I have been
nasty to you, then forgive a poor fellow who has just known women
from the erotic side. You must not be angry with me. (KATHERINE
shakes her head, crying.) To think that you have really had warm water
ready every day. And I never came. You’ve just been sitting there and
knitting. What is it you are knitting? Is that for me, too?
KATHERINE: No! (sniffling) It’s just a vest. Here at the museum they
heat just for the public and they always have their coats on.
ADAM: You’re right about that. But now we two are sitting here so
quietly and you are trying to think of when she left.
KATHERINE: I can’t figure it out. I only know that she promised me
she’d write and she hasn’t done that. That’s why I went down today
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to the lobby to steal one of the postcards from the stand by the cloakroom. But the Museum Guard caught me. I had better not try that
again. I guess I’ll have to give up trying to have any postal communications with her.
ADAM: Where would you want to write to her? You must know that.
KATHERINE: Yes. I naturally wanted to write to Eve at Peter Perfectionist St. #14. She is there—or has been. And if the family has moved,
they would surely leave a forwarding address. Nowadays, one has to
be very meticulous about those kinds of things.
ADAM: But what is she doing there? What is she doing on Peter Perfectionist Street?
KATHERINE: She is a child.
ADAM: (gets up) Thank heavens! Has that dream finally come true for
her? For years, she has bent my ear with that childhood nonsense, and
I can’t claim that that side of the story has ever interested me.
KATHERINE: I also told her it would no doubt be a disappointment.
But now she has perhaps managed the whole thing. I strongly suspect
that she gradually must be reaching marriageable age.
ADAM: Marriageable?
KATHERINE: She is perhaps already married, for all I know!
ADAM: Married? I won’t stay here a second. Neither the manager,
cataloger, nor the turnstile could stop me. Which way did she go? I’m
going. Married? I won’t have that. Which way did she go?!
KATHERINE: No, no. You must not leave. Don’t do anything crazy.
ADAM: Do you want me to sit here twiddling my thumbs indifferently while my wife is being married in town? No, you can believe
that I’ll find her. Even if I have to be like a mole and ransack Peter
Perfectionist Street.
KATHERINE: No, that won’t work.
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ADAM: I am leaving.
KATHERINE: But not dressed like that. Do you hear? You’ll be arrested or jailed or whatever they do.
ADAM: I’ll manage!
KATHERINE: Wait a second. Maybe I can help you. It’s just that I always get blamed for all the bad luck.
ADAM: Blame or no blame, Adam has never worried about that. I’ll
take that on. But hurry. There’s not much time to waste. (They go out
from the green set. The curtain with the Adam and Eve painting falls behind
them. ADAM goes toward the prompter’s box.)
KATHERINE: Yes, but then you must stay there. Don’t go too far. I’ll
be back in two seconds. (She hurries out to the right. ADAM goes all the
way over to the prompter’s box. The dark velvet curtain goes down in front of
the decoration. A few seconds later, KATHERINE comes out from the curtain
on the right. She has some men’s clothing over her arm.) See here. You can
put these on. I borrowed them from a self-portrait in the newer part
of the museum.
ADAM: It’s easier said than done. (starts to button up)
KATHERINE: No. Not here. No, don’t embarrass me so terribly.
ADAM: It’s very difficult to see what’s up and down.
KATHERINE: Don’t ask me. I just know they are trousers.
ADAM: And what about this?
KATHERINE: This is really terrible. But I do think that the buttons
and button-holes should be in the front.
ADAM: (holds the shirt up in the front of him) And what are you supposed to do with all of this hanging out?
KATHERINE: (whispers something to him)
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ADAM: Oh, that’s supposed to go down in the trousers. Thank you,
little friend. Now I can manage. Goodbye. (kisses her on both cheeks and
runs down the steps to the orchestra pit)
KATHERINE: (Almost in tears, she stands with her hands to her cheeks
where he kissed her.) Goodbye. Goodbye. Come again soon. (rushes suddenly forward) Oh, if I’ve made a mistake about the time and he finds
her in the nursery, what will we do then? Oh, this is a terrible mess.
(runs behind the curtain to the right)

End of Scene 9
*****
Scene 10—End of Act One
When KATHERINE disappears after Scene 9, the stage becomes dark and
one hears sounds from a lively party. Happy voices, slight screeching, fragments of a song written for the occasion and sung to a well-known melody.
All of this can be heard via a recording—including the shuffling of dancing
feet. The curtain rises and EVE can be seen in her room in the villa on Peter
Perfectionist Street. The room is very ordinary with a distinctly young girl’s
look. To the right, there is a door leading to the other rooms. To the left there is
a Dutch door. Along the back wall is her bed. Flowers can be seen everywhere.
An open overnight bag is on the chair. On the floor is a larger suitcase. Her
clothes are strewn around the room. The room is dimly lit with a make-believe
moon outside. One hears the constant dance music and the shuffling steps
via the recording. Then, a door opens and the light from the room at the side
comes in. Two girls enter dressed in black and wearing caps similar to those
worn by waitresses. The light is turned on. One girl lifts the big suitcase
and carries it out. The other girl turns off the light. The stage is dark for the
moment. Then the aunts’ voices can be heard outside. The light is turned on.
AUNT ANNA: (coming in with AUNT MISSIA; they are both dressed in
the most outlandish gala outfits) My, would you look at all the flowers.
I call that a real wedding. (points to a large bouquet of dark red roses)
My goodness! That arrangement is splendid. How many are there?
(starts to count) One, two, three, four—(and so on)—twenty-two dark
red roses.
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AUNT MISSIA: Who could they be from? Isn’t there a card?
AUNT ANNA: Yes, but it’s not open. And I can’t read through the
envelope.
AUNT MISSIA: (sits down wherever she happens to be) Well?
AUNT ANNA: You look so puzzled. Is there something wrong?
AUNT MISSIA: I’ve eaten so much!
AUNT ANNA: Pig!
AUNT MISSIA: And the speakers were so long-winded.
AUNT ANNA: Ernst was good—very good.
AUNT MISSIA: Are they going to the hotel?
AUNT ANNA: What did you say?
AUNT MISSIA: I just asked if they were going to the hotel.
AUNT ANNA: It doesn’t make any difference. But I thought they
were taking the night train south.
AUNT MISSIA: Well, the sleeping car. Yes, I’ll say that much.
AUNT ANNA: To whom?
AUNT MISSIA: Oh, there are so many who have asked me in the
course of the evening if they have gone to the hotel or whatever. They
would like to send them their best wishes. What do I know? (suddenly
with a big outburst) Oh, Anna, if it was me who was getting married,
then I think I’d die. (quickly, as a thought on the run) Oh, yes, I’d die.
That’s for sure.
AUNT ANNA: You’ve been a chatterbox all your life, haven’t you?
Let’s go in. (They get up, and EVE’s laughter can be heard outside)
EVE: (comes in together with ELINE. EVE is in a wedding dress and is
carrying a bouquet. ELINE is wearing an elegant gown) Well, here sit our
little guinea hens. (hands the bouquet to them) Could you hold these for
me, please?
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AUNT ANNA: If you have to change, then we’ll go.
EVE: No, you can certainly stay the last night. I just have to put on my
street clothes. Then I’ll be ready to march away. (AUNT MISSIA sighs)
Dear Lord, God, it’s really so sad... (she goes on merely talking to herself)
I don’t know what I should do. There are flowers everywhere.
AUNT ANNA: Yes, may I ask who the twenty-two dark red roses are
from? Yes, those over there.
EVE: (takes the flowers) Heavens, how wonderful they are. Look at the
color! (hides her face in the flowers) Gosh, I’d like to take them with me.
Do you hear? I’d like to take them along.
AUNT ANNA: Who are they from?
EVE: That’s right! I forgot that. (starts to open the envelope) And you
were so sweet to save all the cards so we can figure out who to thank
when we get home. (reads the card, turns it over and looks at the back, then
looks at the flowers and suddenly throws them down and steps on them)
AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA: But Eve!
EVE: Go! Go away, I don’t want anyone in here now. Can’t I have just
a little peace?
AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA: (withdrawing toward the door) Yes,
but –
EVE: Go! (AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA disappear backwards and
close the door)
ELINE: (looks as if she’ll leave)
EVE: No! You should stay. (EVE straightens her purse. ELINE nervously
picks up the flowers and the card, then puts them both down again.) Oh, the
devil has created all weddings. Who has taken my big hairbrush? Everything is bewitched today. (suddenly stands still) And then the idiot
dares to send me twenty-two dark red roses! Yes, just read the card.
Just read it. It’s sure no secret. Just – “Dear Eve, Now you can see for
yourself! Your loving Jørgen.” Now you can see for yourself, now you
can see for yourself—and the idiot is right. He is right. I’m staying
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home. (sits down) Of course I’ll stay at home. No one will get me to
go on a honeymoon. (gets up) Where is my hairbrush? Of course I’ll
leave. And you just stand and stare at me as if I have gone crazy—I
have gone crazy. I am crazy—good grief—haven’ t you seen my hairbrush? It’s as if my whole life revolves around my hairbrush. (ELINE
has found the brush and hands it to EVE) Thanks. Excuse me. I’ll be quiet
in a little bit. Just go in to the guests. Yes, do that now, hear? If you stay
away too long, they’ll think I’m changing and then we have to have all
that hubbub with the rice. And I don’t think I can stand that. Be nice
and leave.
ELINE walks out. EVE wearily waves her hairbrush. She seats herself on
the first thing she finds and stares straight ahead. The dance music and the
shuffling steps can still be heard. Suddenly her eye focuses on something or
other outside the Dutch door. She gets up and looks. She quickly goes over to
turn the light off. Only the moonlight shines into the room. She approaches
the Dutch door carefully. A shadow can be seen.
Who is it? Who is it?
The door opens and ADAM stands in the doorway. EVE takes a few steps
back and stares at him.
Oh, no! (throws herself suddenly on him and shouts at the top of her voice)
ADAM!!!!!
ADAM quickly wraps the bridal veil around her. He lifts her up and quickly
carries her out. The stage is quiet for a while. When the curtain falls very
slowly, the dance music and the shuffling steps, plus laughing voices can still
be heard.

End of Scene 10
END OF ACT ONE
*****
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ACT TWO
Scene 11—Adam and Eve
The theater is dark. The museum DIRECTOR comes up from the orchestra
pit. He’s a neatly dressed man in a morning coat. He is wearing a high hat
and white gloves, carrying a walking stick and a letter in his hand. The DIRECTOR stops at the prompter’s box. He looks keenly out over the audience,
as if he were looking for something. He looks at the letter, looks at the audience
again, and repeats this action. The DIRECTOR then turns around, but becomes confused when the curtain doesn’t go up. He doesn’t know right away
how he should get to the other side of the curtain. The curtain goes up very
quietly and one sees the museum set with the sleeping MUSEUM GUARD.
The DIRECTOR hurries in—excited, neat, and official. He looks up at Adam
and Eve’s frame that is now empty. The DIRECTOR then walks over to the
MUSEUM GUARD and tries to awaken him. He pokes him with the walking stick, but in vain.
DIRECTOR: (calling) Petersen! Petersen! No, that’s terrible! Petersen!
When Petersen can’t be roused at all, the director starts to examine him closer.
He discovers that there is a beer bottle under his chair. He stoops and wants to
take it but is stopped by the MUSEUM GUARD who, in his sleep, grabs the
director’s hand with the bottle. This puts the director in an awkward position.
MUSEUM GUARD: Stay away from my beer. It must be quiet in the
museum!
DIRECTOR: (works to get loose) Let go!
MUSEUM GUARD: The infamous paintings won’t even let my beer
alone. (gets up and snatches the bottle) Can you behave yourself, you—
(stops suddenly) oh, the director has my apology. (gives the bottle back)
DIRECTOR: Don’t bother me with your bottle. When I get time, you’ll
be discharged. (points to the empty frame) Where are Adam and Eve?
MUSEUM GUARD: Hmm… Where are they? They have completely
disappeared.
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DIRECTOR: Disappeared, my dear Petersen—right in front of your
nose. While you were sweetly sleeping, I received an anonymous letter about the unusual things that go on in the museum. (shows him the
letter)
MUSEUM GUARD: Shouldn’t we stop getting ourselves so excited before we search the area? They could have hidden someplace or other.
DIRECTOR: Hidden! Hidden! What is this nonsense about hiding
here. They are gone, and I’ll be in the newspaper.
MUSEUM GUARD: Aha! But just let me quickly review what’s happened before we go any further.
He walks quietly over and presses a bell. The curtain with the empty frame
rises slowly to reveal the green set in the middle of the stage—half standing
up, half laying down, ADAM sleeps with EVE’s head in his lap. EVE is in
her wedding dress. ADAM is in the clothes Katherine loaned to him.
DIRECTOR: Thank goodness they are still there. But how is it they are
lying down? They were painted in an upright position and half again
as large as life. I’ll not have this disorder.
MUSEUM GUARD: No, no Director! (looks at the sleepers) But nevertheless, look now at how sweetly they are lying and sleeping.
DIRECTOR: Aha! Quit being sentimental. Think more about getting
things back to their original condition and in a hurry.
MUSEUM GUARD: Does the director mean that I should undress
them? Because they are used to running around stark naked.
DIRECTOR: Good grief! I see that now. They are dressed! How in
Heaven’s name are the clothes supposed to come off?
MUSEUM GUARD: And she’s still a bride. Oh, they have perhaps legalized their relationship, but I thought of paradise as being without
pastors.
DIRECTOR: Oh, Petersen! You shouldn’t talk so much. Hold my hat!
My forehead is sweaty. (dries his forehead with a handkerchief)
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MUSEUM GUARD: (looks at ADAM, who is yawning and moving now)
Now a little life is coming back to them.
DIRECTOR: Sh-h—let’s observe them at a distance. Come on. (They
step back so ADAM won’t recognize them right away.)
ADAM: (Opens his eyes and stretches) Oh, good morning, you beautiful
blue Heaven. (chirping birds answer him) Good morning, birds. Can
you fly your way nicely and tell the whole world that she has come
back? Here it should smell like honeysuckles and the wind should
carefully dust the dew off the blades of grass—and the ripest fruit
should drop when she holds her hand out. Fly then! (loud chirping from
the birds that are flying up) Paradise, you are sometimes lovely to wake
up in. (Gets up carefully and moves EVE’s head so he can get up himself.
She keeps on sleeping. He kneels down beside her and kisses her.) Is it any
wonder my eyes may get surprised when you fill them up with your
picture? (kisses her again)
MUSEUM GUARD: I call that a well-prepared morning monologue!
DIRECTOR: Shh.
ADAM: (stretches and starts to move his arms) Arrh!
MUSEUM GUARD: May I sneeze?
DIRECTOR: Are you crazy? Certainly you can’t sneeze. Shh!
MUSEUM GUARD: It’s those honeysuckles. Now they are here, too. I
can’t help it. I must ignore the regulation for now. (sneezes with gusto)
ADAM: Who was that? (walks over and looks) In front of the bushes?
Who is that in front of the bushes? If you don’t answer, I’ll demand
that all the world’s swarms of wasps drive you out of your shelter.
DIRECTOR: (steps out with the MUSEUM GUARD) I am the director
of the museum!
ADAM: I can see that from your ridiculous appearance. Your attributes are obvious. This makes me believe that you are the Director.
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DIRECTOR: I request that I be addressed in a polite and proper manner. You forget to whom you are talking.
ADAM: The other way around, sir. The opposite. You forget that for
the moment you are conversing with your most ancestral father.
DIRECTOR: Can I speak here? You are and will remain—no matter
what you are called in the catalog—a very ordinary member of the
museum. And I wish, before I go over to a more detailed complaint
of this strange case, to get a quick and concise explanation of what is
happening here.
ADAM: Can’t you see that? I’m celebrating my wife’s homecoming!
DIRECTOR: From where?
ADAM: From the world where she has stayed as long as it takes for a
little red wrinkled newborn baby to become a grown, sexually mature
woman.
DIRECTOR: Nonsense. When would it be agreeable with you to give
me a fairly reasonable explanation?
ADAM: (whistles through his fingers and calls out to the right) Catalog
#408! Come in here!
DIRECTOR: 408? 408? Who is that?
MUSEUM GUARD: Oh that’s that little Bavarian, or whoever she is. I
sensed that there was more to this than met the eye, the way she has
jumped on and off the nail.
DIRECTOR: Are you all out of your minds? Is this a museum, or isn’t
it a museum?
ADAM: The house you have built, the management you have placed
over us, the supervision to watch us, the public who should see us—
the catalog that gives the wrong information—all of that is the museum. But the rest of us are alive!
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KATHERINE: (has come in from the right, sees EVE) Well, has she come
back? I have to get out of my frame. I’m too upset. (gives ADAM her
frame) My, how tired and pale you look. These years must have certainly been some bad ones. (discovers the DIRECTOR) Who is that? Is
that one of the gentlemen from the picture of the Stock Exchange?
Heavens! That’s the director! Give me my frame. (snatches the frame and
withdraws quickly)
DIRECTOR: Stay here! Don’t go before I talk to you!
ADAM: Don’t be afraid, Katherine. I’ll take care of him. (whistles again
through his fingers)
KATHERINE: (stares at ADAM) You look so good. I don’t know.
There’s something or other about you that puts me at ease today.
ADAM: She’s arrived!
KATHERINE: (kisses him suddenly) I’m so happy! Excuse me.
ADAM: (pats her on the cheek and motions to the two armored KNIGHTS
who walk in and stand on either side of the director) If he shows any sign of
moving, grab him by the collar. Put him in one of those big seascapes
or lock him up with Christian II in Sønderborg prison.
The knights slam their weapons on the floor with gusto.
DIRECTOR: This is a revolution!
ADAM: Call it what you’d like. (takes his top hat and walking stick) I’ll
borrow your crown jewels because now I’m the director of the museum for the first few hours until everything is in order and the sentence
is pronounced.
DIRECTOR: Why do I have to be sentenced? What have I done? If you
let me go without hurting a hair on my head, then I’ll neither report
anyone nor—
ADAM: You don’t interest us in the least bit. As soon as we are done,
I’ll see that your hat is ready and your walking stick is polished. Then
you can easily make the official luncheon you are going to.
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DIRECTOR: Oh, that’s great. Thank you. But what’s going to happen
here?
ADAM: Today we are arguing Eve’s case versus her family before the
museum’s court of justice. Take him aside. (The KNIGHTS lead the DIRECTOR a few steps back.) And you, Katherine, you take this message
around to everyone to tell them that justice will prevail.
KATHERINE: Yes, yes. The old gentleman with the wig on in the
north room—and—
ADAM: Yes, that’s good. Just run on.
KATHERINE: (runs over to the DIRECTOR and hangs the frame around
his neck) Now you can try to see what it’s like to be in a frame! (runs
out to the left)
ADAM: (turns toward EVE who is still sleeping, then walks over to her
and bends down) Now you must wake up, little love. Do you hear? You
must wake up. (kisses her) It’s daylight.
EVE: (waking up) Oh, Adam, take me into my bath!
ADAM: (lifts her up in his arms) All the water lilies open up and say,
“Good day!”
EVE: And while I bathe, you must be a dear and pick some flowers. I
need to get another dress on. (ADAM carries her out in the background
to the right.)
AUNT ANNA’S VOICE: (from the orchestra pit) Do you think it’s this
way?
AUNT MISSIA’S VOICE: Yes, here’s a staircase.
MISS FUNK’S VOICE: Thank goodness I put galoshes on. It’s so slippery here on all of this marble.
The family comes up the steps slowly. AUNT ANNA, AUNT MISSIA,
MISS FUNK, ELINE, and ERNST. They are all dressed in plain coats. The
ladies have umbrellas. They all stop at the ramp, turn, and shift. They look
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gaping with a museum look out at the audience. They look up in the balcony
and turn as if commanded, as their eyes catch sight of the green set.
AUNT ANNA: You can easily see that that is a garden. I’m going to
snatch a little cutting. (wants to go into the green set but is stopped by the
MUSEUM GUARD who is coming out, carrying large wings on his back)
MUSEUM GUARD: No admittance for non-residents!
AUNT ANNA: Wasn’t that a wonderful greeting? After all, why are
we here?
AUNT MISSIA: None of us knows. The whole thing is confusing. Just
so we can find Eve and we can go home again.
ERNST: We’re here to find Eve. Why else do you think the management called me to say that they could give us the necessary information?
DIRECTOR: Did you say the management? I have absolutely not
called anyone. I am the director of this establishment! But strange
things happen here. (He is grabbed from behind by the KNIGHTS and
dragged backwards amidst loud yelling.)
AUNT ANNA: That was terribly unpleasant!
ERNST: That must have been a poor half-crazy glass cutter. Didn’t you
see the frame?
MISS FUNK: (holding a large telephone receiver) What was it?
AUNT ANNA: (shouting) Nothing! There’s too much of an echo! (The
last syllable is repeated far away behind the set.)
MISS FUNK: I’m still not following. The bride disappears and then we
go to the museum.
AUNT MISSIA: Now, don’t ask so many questions, little Miss Funk.
AUNT ANNA: It’s beyond me why we have dragged that deaf creature along.
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ERNST: She was explicitly named. But let’s not stand here and draw a
crowd now. We can sit down on the sofa. (They all sit on the sofa.)
KATHERINE: (comes rushing in from the left) They’re on the way.
They’re on the way. The court can proceed. (She runs across the stage
and out to the right; the family stares at her—dumbfounded and speechless,
shaking their heads.)
MUSEUM GUARD: (comes from the left, places himself in the middle of the
stage, and strikes the floor with the mace) Quiet in the museum! Justice
will prevail.
At the same time, the green set slides up and one sees far into the museum
with many portraits and paintings hanging on the walls. All the faces look
like spectators at a trial. From center backstage comes a tall judge’s chair and
desk. And from the sides, desks are rolled forward toward the ramp and stop
at a convenient distance so the front set is free. Actors (non-speaking parts)
in strange outfits, all dressed in museum clothes and very historical, place
the benches to the left and right. Small railings for the accused, defenders
and witnesses are placed appropriately. Mumbling from many people can be
heard, as if they were making a lot of small talk.
AUNT ANNA: My, how nice it looks. Did you all see it?
AUNT MISSIA: But what’s it supposed to represent?
MUSEUM GUARD: (shouting) Quiet in the museum! Court is about
ready to come to order. (All noise dies down.) Will the accused take their
places on their benches? (points with the mace to the benches on the left
but no one reacts) First, second, third time—will the accused take their
places for the defense?
AUNT ANNA: Can you see them anywhere? My, how exciting it’s
starting to get! Why don’t they get up? (The MUSEUM GUARD takes
his mace and points at the family.)
MISS FUNK: Why is he pointing at me with his nasty curtain rod?
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AUNT ANNA: That’s just what he’s doing. Come, he’ll show us a better place. We can’t see so well here anyway. Come. (They all get up and
walk over to the benches on the left.) Yes, we can see much better here.
ERNST: This is the bench for the defense! What’s to be said?
AUNT ANNA: My goodness! Yes it is! But I haven’t even sat down
yet.
MUSEUM GUARD: Sit down! (Strikes the mace hard on the floor. They all
sit down automatically. Only ERNST remains standing.)
ERNST: (walks over to the museum guard) They can’t accuse us of anything. Would you put that monstrous thing away for the moment?
(tries to remove the mace)
MUSEUM GUARD: Sit down! (Apparently wants to poke ERNST. Wailing from AUNT ANNA.)
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: Sit down, little Ernst. Sit down!
Oh, how terrible. But this terrible misunderstanding must surely be
cleared up soon.
MUSEUM GUARD: (forces ERNST to sit down) Silence on the bench for
the defense!
ERNST: You are going to pay for this.
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: Ernst! Ernst!
MUSEUM GUARD: (hits the mace hard on the floor again, and the fanfare
can be heard) Justice is final and absolutely stated!
Fanfare is heard again as the judge rises from behind the railing. On the highest side sits an old JUDGE with big white wig. On each side of him sit two
ASSESSORS with wigs just like the Judge’s. ADAM comes in with EVE
from the right. She is wearing a flowered dress which is mussed up. She has a
wreath of flowers on her head. They sit on the bench to the right. KATHERINE also comes in and sits to the right. The silent ACTORS come in and fill
the courtroom, occupying the remaining seats.
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AUNT ANNA: That’s Eve!
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, that’s Eve! Eve! (EVE doesn’t look up.)
BELLOWING VOICES: Silence!
AUNT ANNA: I have a right to say that that is Eve!
JUDGE: No. Silence! (slams a little gavel) Respect for justice. Order in
the court! (All get up. The FAMILY is a little slow in getting up—the MUSEUM GUARD has to draw their attention.) That is done then! Oh, Petersen! Where is Petersen now? Well, Petersen, will you see to it that
one of the cherubs plumps my pillow up a little? I’m already in pain.
(The MUSEUM GUARD acts very officiously, as if he were the usher.) Silence! If anyone tries to interfere with the procedure either verbally
or bodily without the foreman’s permission, the judge will make unfavorable charges. Then we’ll blow our nose! (The judge blows his nose)
Silence! Case “Eve vs. her family” will now begin!
An ASSESSOR gets halfway up and whispers something to the JUDGE.
JUDGE: Don’t we have—who’ll see to that? (looks out into the room)
Petersen, haven’t the jurors been selected? Will you see that that is
done now?
MUSEUM GUARD: Yes, certainly! (Some kind of a box or podium with
stair-like shelves is rolled in from the left. On the shelves stand marble busts
arranged like in a museum) Can’t these be used?
JUDGE: (with his head tilted to one side) Yes, they really are quite nice.
We’ll accept that. What about the machinery of justice? Does it function properly? Better get it greased!
The MUSEUM GUARD opens the gate at the JUDGE’s railing and reveals
a complicated baroque machine that he lubricates with an oil can.
JUDGE: Good, take your place, little Petersen. Who is the accuser?
ADAM: I am the accuser, and the accused must answer for themselves.
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JUDGE: No, you must actually have a real defender. Can’t we get a
defense attorney in a hurry? (confers with a whisper to the assessor) Escort the museum director in! (The two KNIGHTS come in with a pitiful
looking DIRECTOR) Remove the frame and set him up some place or
other where he doesn’t annoy anyone too much. Good! Now we have
a defender.
DIRECTOR: Yes, but unhappy me. I have no idea.
JUDGE: We won’t hear any more nonsense from you. Finished! Quiet!
Petersen, will you read the charges brought against the accused. Hurry now, Petersen, hurry!
MUSEUM GUARD (Steps forward with a paper in his hand. He reads in a
monotone voice with a continuous flow of words. It is impossible to understand even one word. The reading lasts about a quarter of a minute with rises
and falls in the rhythm. The JUDGE leans back in his chair and moves the
gavel up and down.)
JUDGE: Well, those were the charges brought against the accused. Do
the accused acknowledge themselves guilty? Yes or no?
ERNST: (hops up) I have not understood any of this. Besides, I just
want to say that, as a matter of principle, I find myself not guilty of
anything this court may accuse me of.
JUDGE: Good! Sit down!
AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA: What have we been accused of?
JUDGE: Silence! (points to EVE) This young lady, who about twentytwo and a half years ago came into the home of the accused…
AUNT ANNA: Eve! You can’t accuse your own family. (EVE still sits
with her head bent down.)
JUDGE: Behave yourself dear lady. One more outburst and you’ll be
immediately put in jail. The lock on the door will be jammed. That’s
it! That’s it! Definitely. Oh, Petersen, wouldn’t you say that’s the end?
I have to save my voice.
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MUSEUM GUARD: (shouting) That’s it!
JUDGE: Thanks! The young lady came, as I indicated before, into
the home of the accused about twenty-two and a half years ago. She
went in free and unrestrained but came out tied and bound. She was
changed to such a degree that you would almost have to describe her
condition as bordering on unrecognizable. Now the undeniable conclusion in regards to a lawsuit and followed by the delivering of a
judgment would be a good deal easier if one could point out that the
young lady was directly mistreated. But that can’t be done. She hasn’t
been mistreated. She has gotten an extremely fine upbringing at that.
And she lives extremely well.
ERNST: Then I don’t see why— (The JUDGE looks at him sternly and
lets the gavel fall lightly. ERNST sits down and appears to be offended. He
mumbles.) Excuse me!
JUDGE: Cruelty, in the meantime, is not the reason for the charges
against the accused, which are that the family—in part deliberately
and part inadvertently and as a link in a well-organized plan—has directed the child along a very specific path in such a way that the result
in the last instance must be for the benefit of the family itself or the
family’s own ideals. Do people have the right to regard their offspring
as a part of their property for their own purposes? Do people have the
right to make plans for their children far in advance and, thanks to
habit, bind them to the degree that they at last don’t know if they are
seeing with their own eyes or with the eyes of all kinds of other people, if they can see at all? The accusation says: No! And recommends
that justice pass judgment and judge sternly. I should temporarily be
content to give the words to the museum’s public accuser. Adam!
MUSEUM GUARD: (hits the floor with his mace and shouts) The accuser
has the word. (ADAM has gotten up and walks over to the rail that is placed
to the right at the front of the set.)
ADAM: Respected museum personnel, members of the jury. Before I
start a detailed examination of the witnesses, I would like to confirm
that Eve did not leave the museum in her time in order to seek amusement in the real world but was only driven by a desire to live the life
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of a child. She had committed certain sins of omission concerning her
own children, which later caused irreparable injury to her descendants. This, my claim, rests on the statement by Catalogue #408. Are
you, Katherine, ready to take an oath of truthfulness for your statement?
KATHERINE: Yes!
ADAM: Thank you. That’s enough for now. I will examine the first
witness. Petersen, has the witness arrived?
MUSEUM GUARD: Is it that stuffed gentleman standing out there
with a slip of paper on his stomach?
ADAM: Probably. Bring him in. (Petersen motions to a couple of
KNIGHTS who carry in a stuffed armchair. It has a high back and stuffed
arms. A fringe, reaching to the floor, hangs along the lower edge of the seat.
The chair is placed to the left of the front of the stage.) Thanks. (ADAM
walks over toward the chair.)
JUDGE: Who’s going to sit in this fine chair?
ADAM: No one. The chair is the witness.
AUNT ANNA: That is Aunt Emily’s chair.
ADAM: Yes, and you have re-covered it and crocheted antimacassars for it. It has stood as a living creature in your living room. Why
shouldn’t it speak? Now you have heard people speculate that if only
one thing or the other could speak then it could surely tell interesting
things. Why not try it then?
JUDGE: You’ll never get it to say anything. There’s too much kapok
stuffing in its mouth.
ADAM: (walks all the way over to the chair) You must be aware of the
fact that you find yourself in a court room and that you later can be
held responsible for each and every word.
JUDGE: Yes, silence gives consent. Ask a real question.
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ADAM: How long have you been a chair in the Ernst family? (There
is a pause as everyone listens.) How long have you been a chair? (snaps
his fingers) Well, now I know what’s wrong and why it won’t answer.
It needs a little homey atmosphere. Petersen, can’t you get a dayroom
atmosphere for us?
MUSEUM GUARD: Gladly. Gladly.
He claps his hands. In the distance the melody that accompanied the family in the second and third scenes can be heard. Various silent ACTORS,
KNIGHTS, and some small cupids are set up quickly and they dance around
the table with a lighted lamp to the right of the front of the stage. Chairs are
placed around the table, and behind the armchair stands a plant arrangement.
Photographs shoot up from the plant. The door into the set might have been
changed, too. From the top of the set and from the sides, set pieces are pushed
in. This forms a closed dayroom as a new set within the other. The walls of
the room are not high so that you can continue to see the judge while the rest
of the courtroom is covered. The wall of the background set is decked with a
swinging door with door curtains on it. The room is otherwise typical. Cozy.
There are hangings and pictures. The whole set change takes place in time
with the family melody.
ADAM: Wonderful. Now we have atmosphere and, at the same time,
a good and clear picture of the scene of the crime.
JUDGE: Yes, and from here it really looks quite cozy.
ADAM: Wait a minute. The lighting doesn’t look homey enough. (The
lighting changes and is focused on the dayroom. When the JUDGE replies,
he is then in the spotlight.) Thanks. Now I think it will work. (pulls his
chair in) How long have you been a chair in the Ernst family? (There is
a longer pause—a ticking clock can be heard—then suddenly a man appears
from behind the chair. He is dressed in the chair covering and is stuffed and
wears twigs and wool fringe. He sits quietly in the chair and crosses his legs.)
How long have you been—
THE CHAIR: Thanks. I heard. Who’s asking?
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ADAM: I am. I’m the accuser in the case of “Eve vs. her family,” and
you have been called as a witness.
THE CHAIR: That’s great! But didn’t you know that this is a most
unquestionable family?
ADAM: Yes, because maybe you don’t have any reason to question
them.
THE CHAIR: Me? Actually, I delight in questioning them. Now I have
stood heaven knows how many years and have found myself witnessing the whole thing right in front of my nose.
ADAM: Did anything happen?
THE CHAIR: Not a thing. Not on the surface. That’s the point. In reality it doesn’t affect the make up of the families. That happens a lot.
One leaves that up to others while one sits himself and hangs on to his
refinement so it won’t slip away. Each morning the great world events
jump easily and quickly through the mailbox with a little bang just in
time to be enjoyed with a cup of coffee and a rusk. Strong feelings are
confined and well-secured in the bookcase where they stand beside
God the Almighty, Heaven and Earth’s creator, who can be found in
an illustration in a book. Well, that is indeed a moderate and wellpolished surface, where a poor speck of dust never gets a chance to
rest very many seconds at a time.
JUDGE: This seems to be both clean and peaceful.
THE CHAIR: Not peaceful!
JUDGE: Now you are contradicting yourself, dear chair. You said before that absolutely nothing happened.
THE CHAIR: Yes, but the war goes on very quietly.
JUDGE: Good grief, you wouldn’t have us believe that a war was going on right in the middle of the living room?
THE CHAIR: If His Excellency tries to say “living room” one more
time—! That’s not a living room.
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JUDGE: What is it then?
THE CHAIR: It’s a painting of the world. A vivid painting of the
world. The well-kept garden right here outside the windows is cut
with invisible trenches, and the harmless dayroom table facing me
knows from experience what it’s like to be used as a barricade—
ADAM: Yes, but why do they fight?
THE CHAIR: In order to get permission to hold on to their past.
JUDGE: That’s strange. I thought that was over long ago.
THE CHAIR: Yes, on the calendar. That was promptly changed every
morning. But otherwise one indeed lives well enough and one feels
strongly at home with it. The only one who can disturb the peace is
the future. The future. That’s the enemy. It goes by out on the sidewalk. It eavesdrops along the newly painted picket fence and threatens to filter in if one doesn’t plug all the cracks in the houses in time.
The future places double padlocks on the lumber room. But the best
insurance of all for the future—should I tell you what it is? It is children. Or better yet—the education you give them.
JUDGE: I call your attention to the responsibility you have for everything you say.
THE CHAIR: That doesn’t frighten me. I know what I’m talking about.
Remember all of the conversations I’ve heard here in the lamplight
while I sat and balanced one of the aunts who threw threads on me
or put plum seeds down in my stuffing when no one was looking. I’m
not otherwise afraid to claim that the child Eve was planned for and
molded into the future so that she could act as insurance. If you don’t
believe me, ask the walls, table, paintings, lamp; we are just like Eve—
prisoners in this room. (asks) Isn’t it true what I say?
VOICES: Yes!
THE CHAIR: Haven’t we all seen how she was slowly prepared for
this? Under the motto that it was all for her own good?
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VOICES: Yes!
THE CHAIR: And it was for her own good.
VOICES: You said that!
THE CHAIR: Shh. Can’t you hear?
ADAM: Yes, just like scraping with chairs.
THE CHAIR: This is the family getting up from the dinner table—
with chervil soup, roast veal, caramel pudding, and there’s Emma
with the coffee.
The swinging door opens, and a GIRL in black with a white cap and white
apron comes in with a silver tray. Behind her comes the whole FAMILY. Even
MISS FUNK. One sees it just like a dinner. They don’t seat themselves right
away. The GIRL leaves. ELINE pours the coffee for everyone. They seat themselves after a while. ERNST smokes and the smoke forms blue clouds. The
family melody can be heard far away.
ADAM: Aren’t you going to say anything?
THE CHAIR: Maybe not for the first half hour.
ADAM: We don’t really have time to wait.
THE CHAIR: After all, they must collect themselves a little. And while
that’s going on there really isn’t much to make note of.
ADAM: There must be something going on in their heads.
THE CHAIR: That’s doubtful. Missia has eaten too much caramel
pudding. That makes for dullness but we could try to ask if Anna is
thinking about anything worthwhile.
AUNT ANNA: When there’s only one poached egg per nose, one
doesn’t feel like taking two portions.
ADAM: Oh, she and her poached egg! It was the attitude about Eve
that interested me. I would very much like to know if it’s really true
about this guarantee for the future.
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THE CHAIR: Now you are too naive! It would be a pure stroke of luck
if one got you to speak a little on the positive side. The family has no
idea what they are doing themselves or why they do it. They work
completely by instinct and unconsciously. This is it! This is the most
terrible thing. You can put them through the third degree as much as
you want to and will never get a confession. They have no idea there’s
anything to confess. For once this is their strength and their excuse.
But just to be sure, we could ask Missia.
ADAM: Has she ever made a reasonable comment?
THE CHAIR: Try anyway, remind her of a certain afternoon in the
deer park. (points to Missia) See, she’s starting to wake up a little
when she hears this kind of talk.
AUNT MISSIA: I loved him. Oh, how I loved him!
ADAM: Who?
AUNT MISSIA: His job wasn’t good enough and his background
didn’t match my family.
AUNT ANNA: The most important thing, though, must be whether
or not one can support a woman! Oh, Missia, will you pass the sugar?
AUNT MISSIA: Here you are. (hands the sugar bowl from the tray to
AUNT ANNA) We only had one single afternoon in the deer park.
Then you took him away from me.
AUNT ANNA: One should never forbid anything. That never works.
There are so many other ways to do it.
AUNT MISSIA: If you had only prohibited me, then I might have
dared to do it anyway. But you just spoke in such a friendly way and
you were so understanding and gave good advice and casually spoke
about gratitude. You very quietly charged us with a debt, but you
didn’t say anything about whether it should ever be paid back. One
day you just suddenly stood there and asked us to surrender our future. And that’s exactly the same thing you are trying to do with Eve.
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AUNT ANNA: Little Missia, would you be so kind as to hand Ernst
an ashtray? His ashes are so long. (Missia hands Ernst an ashtray.)
Oh, now it fell anyway.
AUNT MISSIA: Ernst dropped his ashes. Anna has gotten something
in her teeth. Eline says nothing. Miss Funk is always reaching for the
ear trumpet. But there’s no one who will say anything to her. Here
we sit. And over in the bookcase is a dictionary. Find the word “live.”
It’s still there. But that’s not true of us. (She hits the table hard with a flat
hand.)
MISS FUNK: What was it that Missia discovered?
AUNT ANNA: (shouting) Nothing.
MISS FUNK places the ear trumpet sadly in front of her.
AUNT MISSIA: There’s never anything. It doesn’t make any difference. Now it’s too late. (looks around on the table for her purse)
THE CHAIR: I’m afraid that we won’t get her to say any more. Now
she’s so involved in her embroidery. And just as it went for Missia,
it also went for Eve. The goddess of love was just a welcome guest
in the Ernst family’s living room when she indicated a secure future
with safe conditions and solid furniture. And asked in a childish voice
about who Venus actually was. The question was put off with a lot
of nonsense and empty words were uttered as the Minuet from “Elf
Hill” was played.
ADAM: But doesn’t Eve have a stronger will than Missia?
THE CHAIR: Yes. She didn’t let herself get stepped on so much. What
she did, she did in silence. But after a while, she became tied up in a
web of lies and quibbles, which stuck tight to her conscience until one
day she made up her mind to throw her conscience overboard. But
the family didn’t see or hear that. In father Ernst’s diary for that day it
read: Chilly weather, Anna and Missia for dinner, afterward all four to
the Royal Theater to see “Mignon.”
ERNST: You are lying.
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THE CHAIR: Well, it was “Mignon.”
ERNST: You’re lying. I know you’re lying.
THE CHAIR: Because you know that you yourself sat here in your
house with an eye on each finger and this couldn’t have happened if—
ERNST: If Eve hadn’t had an ally. But an ally within the household.
(quiet for a moment) She hasn’t had that!
ELINE: (gets up) Yes, she has!
JUDGE: My, that dumb woman can give a reply quickly.
ELINE: Yes, I’ve been her ally. But I’ve never told her.
ERNST: Have you lost your mind, Eline?
ELINE: (has walked forward on the stage) I’ve never had a tremendously
good mind. I’ve appeared to be very pretty. I looked decorative at a
table – dressed in a pretty gown. I was a queen who never ruled but
just came out on the balcony and bowed.
ERNST: I forbid you to say any more.
JUDGE: Here! I am the one who does the forbidding. Sit down!
ELINE: The child has never been mine. Not even when I was expecting. After a ripe deliberation and consideration, the child was created
to continue the family. Because it was thought that there was something to continue. When I had done my duty and brought the child
into the world, I didn’t have any more to do with it.
JUDGE: That sounds so strange. There must have been more to it than
that.
ELINE: What?
JUDGE: Responsibility for the child’s upbringing, for example.
ELINE: Yes, babysitting. But what else?
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JUDGE: Is it really your opinion to claim that you haven’t the slightest
idea of how a child should be raised?
ELINE: Do you know that?
JUDGE: Me? No! Yes, it can be said. But what in the world are you
asking me for?
ELINE: You can see for yourself. It’s not that easy.
JUDGE: But you must have a philosophy, dear lady. We used to all
have one.
ELINE: Yes, but why should we force it onto our children? I don’t see
any point to that. The children have to figure that out for themselves.
But if it’s the judge’s idea, then my husband has the right—
JUDGE: Aha. There can—excuse my swearing—damn it! There can be
differences in one’s personal philosophies. The one may be good. The
other goes straight to hell.
ELINE: Yes, but who decides which is a good philosophy and which
isn’t?
JUDGE: Oh! One has a feeling about such things.
ELINE: Yes, feelings. That’s the only thing women have going for
them. What should we set up opposite the garden of impartial arguments and logical foundations that man comes up against when he
must have justice that interferes with the devil’s power and might?
ADAM: Madam, do you yourself think you have been a good ally to
your daughter?
ELINE: No. But I didn’t know how important those very first years
were. Daily discipline and strong obedience were also a pleasure for
me. It wasn’t until later that I discovered a wall between the child and
us. I could only help her with keeping secrets from her father and see
that she had excuses to get as much free time as possible.
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ADAM: That day with the chilly weather and “Mignon” -- did you
have a feeling that something else happened?
ELINE: Maybe not exactly that day.
ADAM: But you knew something about Eve that the others didn’t
know.
ELINE: Yes. But not for sure. Don’t think it’s been easy for me.
ADAM: Yes, but why didn’t you proceed?
ELINE: Then there wouldn’t have been the slightest chance of confidence between Eve and me. And now I know—yes—now you can say
it’s all over. But I knew Eve would never be afraid to come to me—
if—if—yes, you understand me—and that was the only thing I had to
cling to. I realized too late that what one wishes for one’s children, in
reality, is what one wishes for oneself. And that error I’d like to correct
again. As much as possible.
ADAM: Thanks, Madam, that’s enough. You can sit down again at
the table in the living room. (Eline goes over and sits down. The family
resumes the same position as before.)
THE CHAIR: Once again peace rests over the country and the city. But
one hears something far away. (Everyone listens—there is a dull sound
like rolling thunder far away.)
JUDGE: Yes. What is it?
THE CHAIR: (The rolling sound comes closer and recedes again.) That’s
life going by outside. (points to the family) But they don’t hear it. History is being written. But they aren’t interested in history. Not before
it’s been printed and published, nice and attractive. Then one can take
a position on it.
Shouting voices, snatches of songs, and screaming sounds are mixed together
in an uproar. It gets louder. The family sits very indifferently. The ladies are
embroidering. Ernst is blowing rings with the smoke from his pipe. The
uproar diminishes. There’s a slight pause.
118

EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child | Kjeld Abell

AUNT ANNA: Oh, is there anything so cozy as when you are sitting
inside and the weather is so bad outdoors? I wonder if there might be
any burnt almonds in the bonbons? (The uproar starts again.)
THE CHAIR: (gets up) Yes, it’s none of your business. You sit cozy and
secure in your plush fortress. Your most sincere hope is that what goes
on outside will never concern you. Or your children. For that matter,
not before it could possibly be to your advantage. (The uproar gets violently louder. It’s storming, and towards the end there is lightning.)
JUDGE: (strikes the gavel angrily and shouts, attempts to be heard) Yes,
thank you. Now we’ve gotten enough charges. Get rid of the living
room, Petersen. Otherwise it will deteriorate into private bickering.
The KNIGHTS remove the mobile sets and clear the stage.) And air out a
little! We need it. (A pair of cupids run around with sprinklers just like you
see in the movie theater.) Good, boys. Run back then to your set hanging
over the stage. (The cupids run out. The stage is cleared. ADAM has gone
over to EVE, who is still sitting with her head bowed. The family is once again
sitting in their places. VENUS is sitting next to KATHERINE. THE CHAIR
is placed to the left of the stage.)
ADAM: (to EVE) Look up, little love. (EVE shakes her head.)
JUDGE: And now we’ll hear a little from our defender.
DIRECTOR: Yes, but I don’t have the slightest understanding of the
judicial system.
JUDGE: Do you think I have? I was just elected because I had a wig in
my possession. Be nice and join in.
MUSEUM GUARD: (hits the floor) The defender has the floor. (The DIRECTOR gets up, a little sad. He starts walking toward the railing. At the
same time, EVE hops up and runs forward to the middle of the stage.)
EVE: No!!!! I have!!
EVERYONE: Eve!
EVE: Yes, now it’s me who has the floor.
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JUDGE: Ohh! These women! These women and their intuitions.
Haven’t I just sat here and explained that the counsel for the defense
would be first?
EVE: Yes, but I am the defense. And I won’t yield.
JUDGE: Hm—!
EVE: (points at the DIRECTOR, who is sneaking back to his seat) Everything that the accuser has indicated and will indicate is true. I’d be the
first to endorse that because all the charges are namely mine without
exception. I experienced them in thought myself when I couldn’t fall
asleep as I lay in the grass in Paradise yesterday evening. But there’s
one thing he has overlooked. Or that he wants to overlook. These accusers have, to the same high degree that I myself have, fallen as a
sacrifice for the childhood term they have been forced to serve. High
Judge, at one time I left the museum and turned back to life in order
to experience a childhood which man had deprived me of. But instead, man promised me a term as a child whose existence I had never
known or recognized.
JUDGE: Childhood term? What’s that? When was that introduced?
EVE: It’s not written any place. But you’ve all served it. It’s the first
duty that’s placed on the new members in an organization. No one
gets by without serving it. All medical certificates are worthless. The
time served is long and for many this time is very difficult. They can’t
adapt and they don’t understand why one must have respect for a
few distinctions when one can’t appreciate the facial expressions of
the people concerned. Punishment drills don’t help and as a rule, they
become concerned deserters. On the other hand, there are many who
are happy for the time served, and they love to talk about the time
they spent as children and they contend that they would not trade
that time for gold. And in the end, there’s a whole crowd who find
themselves keeping step in the right direction and they keep on with
it through their entire lives. They straighten themselves slavishly in
light of the army’s regiment book published by grandparents and
great-grandparents and with an introduction by the defense minister.
My parents and my family belong to the last group. That’s the truth.
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And it doesn’t help that you ask me to bring a whole row of witnesses.
It’s not necessary. I am a witness. You are witnesses. All of you who sit
in this courtroom. Everyone who has been a child.
ADAM: Your honor. I protest against this kind of defense. Although it
bears the sad stamp of truth and serves only one end, namely to turn
the blame away from the accused. With the argument that they got the
largest part of their experiences from their parents. Isn’t it a beautiful thought that children blindly believe what their parents tell them
when it’s emphasized that it’s for their own good? Wouldn’t it be a sad
and suspicious child who in the baby carriage, says: Nothing doing! I
can take care of that best by myself—and that’s it?
JUDGE: Yes, one must say that would be a very unfortunate child.
ADAM: Doesn’t the high judge believe that it is difficult for a child
who for the whole first part of its life has had its will and responsibility in his father’s pocket? Doesn’t the high judge believe it’s difficult
for such a child to suddenly be placed on his own two feet? Wouldn’t
it be better to have the child continue to stand on the family’s feet in
the form of a little modern edition?
JUDGE: Perhaps.
ADAM: And the defense continues in the same way and meanwhile
the responsibility turns itself slowly back through generations until it
stops with me. I was the first father. I don’t have the remotest chance
of pushing the responsibility on anyone else. And therefore I register
a protest.
JUDGE: And the bench recognizes the protest. Continue.
ADAM: Good. Then I have the honor to refer to what has been seen
and heard here today. To focus the accused on the promise of the museum’s most difficult sentence. With this I protest that the accused
with full knowledge deprived the child, Eve, of her freedom and capacity to see the world as she wanted to. They let her struggle for ideals that would serve only the family itself.
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EVE: I ask that the bench take the strongest possible consideration
for the accused and the provable freedom from responsibility and not
let yourselves be tricked by the accusation of committing a judicial
murder. (in a strong voice) The accused’s actions are being dictated by
your past, your milieu, and your class of people. From everything
that surrounds you. The accused should have been here. I wish that
they could have been here. Otherwise, I would have never thought of
standing behind the railing as a defender.
ADAM: Just one single parting observation. I ask the high judge to
draw his attention to the fact that the defender is dependent on the
accused. Just keep in mind that with their presence in this courtroom,
they are capable of changing a freedom-loving Eve into a dependent
daughter who is ready to sacrifice everything out of conventional pity.
One burdened her with serving a term as a child and the discipline
was so severe that she didn’t dare complain about her superiors. She
didn’t dare defy the first command in this world where she lived for
twenty-two and a half years. The command says, “Thou shalt not.”
This is my last word.
EVE: Thou shalt not. Thou shalt not. But have you forgotten who it
was who said, “Thou shalt not,” for the very first time in man’s life?
Adam, that was us! You and me! Right after the Fall of Man. Everyone after us wrongly had thought this was the Fall of Man. We stood
under the tree and looked at each other. We were naked, and we said,
“Thou shalt not.” And soon the world started to dress and have the
clothes that we all fuss about. High Judge, you can judge. You must,
and shall, give judgment in favor. If you judge, then you judge yourself and everyone.
JUDGE: Yes, you can let me do that, little madam. That may be. Then
we have just reached the charge to the jury. I’ll skip over that for the
time being and be content to ask the honored jurors a question: guilty
or not guilty. Then I’ll judge when they’ve answered. Petersen, will
you roll the juror’s box down in the print room. There they can consider the verdict better in peace and quiet. Rest. Stand at ease. Take a
break. (The juror’s box is rolled out, and people in the court room take more
natural positions. Everything is quiet. One can hear only a monotone voice
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behind the stage repeating the words, “guilty,” “not guilty” like clockwork.
Then the museum guard comes in from the left.)
MUSEUM GUARD: (comes in from the left and appears eager) Shhh.
JUDGE: You are so strange. Why are you shh-ing?
MUSEUM GUARD: There are visitors in the museum. And they are
coming in here.
JUDGE: Confound them. Quiet, everyone. Everyone must sit quietly;
we are in a painting. (Silence hovers over the whole courtroom. Everyone is
sitting as if they were in a tableau.)
YOUNG MAN: (comes from the right with his GIRLFRIEND. They are
walking, holding hands.) We’ll sit here. Here’s a sofa that was placed
here just for us. Can you see anyone? (She shakes her head. They sit down
and kiss each other for a long time.)
GIRLFRIEND: When do they close?
YOUNG MAN: Certainly not for a few hours. (Everyone in the court
room rolls their eyes toward the sky and sighs silently.)
GIRLFRIEND: (The YOUNG MAN kisses her again.) Oh, thank God
for museums. Sitting here with you—just with you—for hours. (The
JUDGE folds his hands and prays to Heaven silently. There is a long pause
while they kiss.) Sitting here, loving one another in peace in front of all
these beautiful paintings. Incidentally, where are they? All the frames
are empty. (looks at the courtroom) Well, this is a—my, that’s a large one.
I wouldn’t have that in my coal cellar. (They turn forward, toward the
audience, and embrace one another.) Is he staring?
YOUNG MAN: Who?
GIRLFRIEND: The old man with the wig on up in the clouds.
JUDGE: (hits the railing loudly) Well, really, you shouldn’t. (discovers
suddenly he has forgotten himself. Sits down again like a tableau. The young
couple turn around frightened. They stare.)
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GIRLFRIEND: Did someone just say something? (They look in every
corner.) Oh, this place gives me the chills. It’s as if someone is looking
at you. Come. I’d rather be out in the sunshine. (They get up. She puts
her hat on. They hurry out. The whole courtroom listens to their footsteps and
starts breathing easy again.)
JUDGE: How fortunate that I lost my temper. Otherwise we would
not have gotten rid of them until after the first few loving hours.
MUSEUM GUARD: Mr. Judge—
JUDGE: What happened, Petersen? You look so irritated.
MUSEUM GUARD: All of the jurors went to pieces. There isn’t even
a whole head left.
JUDGE: Dear me, dear me. What are we going to do now? I don’t dare
make the judgment myself.
A feeling of drowsiness falls over the room. The lighting is dimmed, and one
still hears the words “guilty,” “not guilty” repeated like clockwork. All are
sitting motionless and lifeless. Then one suddenly hears a VOICE that sings
sprightly and cheerfully. Slowly all the heads are raised and they look toward
the ceiling where the song is coming from.
JUDGE: Who’s singing? Can anyone see who it is?
VOICES: No.
EVE: (points up) Now I can see who it is. It’s a painter. He’s sitting there
on the cornice. Can’t you see him? There.
VOICES: Yes.
JUDGE: Yes, really! (shouts) Hello, up there. What are you doing?
PAINTER’S VOICE: (from up above) Now I’m coming. Make room for
me. Be careful. There’s paint in the cans. (All look up. The PAINTER
hoists himself down. He’s sitting on a small board suspended by two ropes.
Paint cans stand beside him. He jumps down. The board goes up again.) I’ve
just been sitting and repairing something that had peeled off on the
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cornice. Besides that, I’ve kept up with what’s been happening. (walks
toward the steps to the orchestra pit)
JUDGE: Then maybe you can help us. (The PAINTER stops.) Up on
your flimsy perch you’ve perhaps seen the case from a completely
different angle.
ADAM: (has gotten up and is walking over to the PAINTER) Yes, you
could be an unbiased judge.
EVE: (has placed herself next to ADAM) And you could above all be a
living judge.
PAINTER: And no one would give me a bad time afterwards?
JUDGE: Oh, Petersen, will you give the gentleman a written guarantee
that he will not be bothered afterward?
PAINTER: Good. (to ADAM) Just take the paint cans. (ADAM takes
the paint cans. The PAINTER pulls his trousers up and spits on his hands.)
Order in the court! (all rise) You can call that precision work. Sit down!
(all sit down) Good. Then I’ll order Adam and Eve to—
JUDGE: Yes, but dear painter. They are not the ones to be judged.
PAINTER: Yes, by gum is that so? Am I or am I not the judge?
JUDGE: You are, you are. But therefore it should be the accused who
are judged, then.
ERNST: Now, I must step in for once, opposing the judge’s interpretation.
JUDGE: Yes, but then I won’t accept any complaints later if you aren’t
satisfied with your judge. (Ernst shakes his head.)
PAINTER: Good. Then I’ll order Adam and Eve to leave the museum
for the moment and return to life on the outside.
EVE: Thank you. And thanks for letting me take Adam with me this
time.
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PAINTER: You’re welcome! But he’s not just going along for practical
reasons. He should really go around just like in the old days and have
a feeling of wonder. And he must have the desire to give all things
completely new names. Completely different than those he chose before. But he shouldn’t be the sole agent. He should have thousands of
branches so all children could eventually have permission to call the
world what they’d like. Not just all those on the numbers and nameplates that their family carefully—and with the best of intentions perhaps—fastens on everything with pins. The world’s not a museum.
Each day is as new and as fresh as when Adam saw the hen lay an egg
for the first time. But there are some who put on the old gloves. And
that isn’t acceptable, even if it’s done very nicely. (points to the family)
And that’s what you’ve done.
ERNST and AUNT ANNA: Us? We thought we had been acquitted.
PAINTER: Acquitted. Acquitted. That’s your business. I sentence you
in the meantime to change places with Adam and Eve. You are to take
up residence here at the museum. You won’t miss anything—you
won’t notice the slightest change in your daily habits. If I hadn’t accidentally sentenced you, you wouldn’t have guessed that it was a
sentence. I’m waiting for protests.
ERNST: Yes.
ELINE: That doesn’t make any difference. You are most welcome to
protest. The long winter evenings must be filled with something and
it doesn’t make any difference if you sit here or there and protest. You
are still protesting about the same thing.
EVE: Mother!
ELINE: I follow you, Eve. But I follow you best from my window.
JUDGE: The sentence was pronounced. Now, everyone has to straighten themselves out. Petersen, will you strike the floor and say the court
stands adjourned?
MUSEUM GUARD: The court stands adjourned!
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PAINTER: And now we break up. Everybody home to their frames
to be comfortable. Adam and Eve will go with me. It’s nice to travel
without baggage.
One hears the melody the painter was singing under the dome. ADAM and
EVE wave goodbye. They kiss everyone who needs to be kissed. All wave with
colored handkerchiefs. Only ERNST and AUNT ANNA stand with bowed
heads. Everyone on stage follows ADAM and EVE toward the ramp. ADAM
and EVE walk toward the steps to the orchestra pit. The PAINTER walks in
front. KATHERINE holds on to EVE’s arm. Suddenly the museum curtain/
wall where the Adam and Eve painting had been hanging goes down. Adam
and Eve, the painter, and Katherine stand outside. One sees many paintings
on the museum walls, dominated by a painting of the Ernst family in the garden next to the house, just like as seen in the fourth scene. One hears constant
voices behind the curtain. They are shouting goodbyes and farewells. Then
they leave. EVE looks up at the painting.
KATHERINE: Don’t be sorry about it. It’s not necessary. You’ll have
it as you want it. Listen, they’re already all the way home and have
forgotten that there was anything called a trial.
They listen. One can clearly hear AUNT ANNA’s voice behind the curtain.
AUNT ANNA: My, how nice the weather’s been this afternoon. But
now it’s getting a little chilly. Oh, Missia, will you be sweet and get my
Italian shawl? It’s lying on Aunt Emilie’s chair in the day room.
EVE: Oh, you, Katherine. Wouldn’t you like to go with us?
KATHERINE: I love both of you and I’ll keep on loving you until I
am torn to pieces in all directions and can’t see who I am supposed to
be. But I’ll stay here. Because after all, we are a couple of pieces that
belong at the museum. I’ve discovered that I also have a difficult time
remembering new names!
KATHERINE kisses EVE on both cheeks and clasps ADAM’s hand. ADAM
walks down the steps together with the PAINTER and disappears. EVE
stands hand in hand with KATHERINE, then ADAM shouts.
ADAM: Eve! Eve!
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EVE: I’m coming. I’m coming. (She goes down the steps and disappears.
The PAINTER’s song becomes fainter and fainter. KATHERINE stands and
waves. She dries a tear on her cheek. Waves weakly for the last time. She
turns and runs quickly into the set. The curtain falls quickly.)

THE END
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